Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



H9oo& +«**-* 




~\s 



^\ > 



A l 



Ikk 



POETIC TALES: 



WITH OTHER 



POEMS AND SONGS. 



BY 

JAMES STRUTHERS, 

STRATHAVEN. 



GLASGOW: 
PRINTED BY BELL AND BAIN. 

MDCCC XXXVIII. 



PREFACE. 



Notwithstanding the little encouragements 
the Author has received, it is with the utmost 
diffidence, and most anxious solicitude, that he 
ushers this little volume into the world; as he is 
fully aware that there are persons who will censure 
it as an act of the grossest presumption in him, an 
obscure individual, without learning, and withal 
without experience and opportunities of observa- 
tion, to intrude himself on the public in the charac- 
ter of an Author. To such he would beg leave to 
suggest, that all have their foibles, and that the 
simple mind may be as highly gratified in bringing 
to existence, and reviewing its little productions, 
as the most exalted minds are with theirs, (the 
monuments of literature and genius,) also that 
those of the poet may be in some measure ex- 
cusable, as there is an uncontrollable something, 
a mysterious influence hangs over him and impels 
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him on from piece to piece, and at last to the 
ambition, or vanity, of being distinguished by laying 
them before the public. 

Thus, as if some destiny acted secretly on the 
inclination, the author tremblingly submits himself 
to the mercy of the candid and forgiving reader, 
trusting, however, that if his situation, circumstan- 
ces, and education are duly considered, they will 
perhaps enable him to mingle a little lenity with 
the acrimony of criticism, and assist him to re- 
member, that if a mite can be thrown into the 
general treasury, it will add to its amount. 

Strathaven, August 1st, 1638. 
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POEMS. 



LARA AND EMMA. 

A TALE. 



Ye tender maids, in whose pathetic souls 
Compassion's sacred stream impetuous rolls, 
Oh ! warn'd by Friendship's counsel, learn to shun 
The fatal path where thousands are undone. 

W. Falconer. 



PART I. 

Emma was a farmer's daughter, 
Come o' lynage fair and gude; v 

Up 'mang trees aboon a water, 
Kytbing sweet ber dwell in' stude. 

Stack-yard, byre, and barn in order, 
Like a hamlet raise to view ; 

Fir and beech's fringy border, 

Screened it frae ilk blast that blew, 

Walth within it's wa's resided, 
Peace sat on ilk smilin' face ; 

While content, wi' baitb presided, 
To adorn the rural place. 
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Fair her garden flowers, tbo' common, 

Bloom'd beneath industry's care; 
Sweet their sweets at dewy gloamin', 
Scented a' the neibouring air. 

Here sweet Emma, when at leisure, 
Lightly wi' her comrades dear 

Spent the simmer day in pleasure — 
Sangs and melting tales their cheer. 

Here, their little toils to soften. 

Wad they social a' convene; 
Twin'd their little garlands often, 

Often gambol'd on the green. 

Whiles at e'enin', buskit brawly, 
Youngster lads and lasses roun', 

Here in sportive mood wad rally, 
And the night wi' daffin' crown. 

Pleas'd, their sires wad sometimes gather, 
Fond to mark the sports of youth ; 

Whiles wad laugh, and whiles wad blether, 
Whiles wad hark their sangs sae smooth. 

Circlin' whiles the bleezin' ingle, 

While the young anes took the barn, 

Couth and cracky wad they mingle, 
Gash remarks, or notions stern, 

Emma thus ilk day enjoying, 

Pleasure dimpl'd ilka cheek ; 
Youth and beauty's lips employing, 

Blythe was ilka word she'd speak. 
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Waes nor ought her rain' did pester, 
Till aughteen row'd owre her head; 

Then wad happen some disaster, 
Whiles that gart her inly bleed. 

Love now 'gan to warm her bosom, 
Fears and cares did gallop next; 

Wooers mony sought the blossom, 
Fain wi* her the bands to've fixt. 

Mony sought and sought sincerely, 
To possess the lovely maid; 

Mony lovM, and lov*d her dearly ; 
But alas, 'twas vain they said- 

Nane but Lara there could enter, 
Nane could ope love's gate within ; 

Nane but Lara there could centre, 
Wha was hated by her kin. 

Lara youthfu' was an' walthy, 
Stalwart, tall, and fair to see; 

Ruddy cheeks pronounced him healthy- 
Quick and piercing was his e'e. 

Dignity his form possessed ; 

Glittering curl'd his gowden hair ; 
Nature's han' alane could dressed 

Sic a fav'rite of the fair. 

Fair proportion rul'd ilk feature ; 

Flaws without ye wadna seen; 
Mildly seem'd to a' his nature, 

Mild as leuks night's silent queen. 
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But, alas! his form was fairest, — 
Pit mirk black was a' within ; 

Like some fruits of beauty rarest, 
Lurkiu' venum 'neath the skin ! 

Or as Reynard, subtle, sportin', 
Near the place whar sits his prey; 

By his frolics nearer courtin', 
To empower him to betray. 

Harmless to their simple viewing 
Seem his antic gambols wild ; 

Listless that their fate he's brewin', 
Till owre late, when ance beguil'd. 

So young Lara's harmless seeming, 
Hid the darkness o' his breast; 

Guilty thought and guilfu' scheming, 
As the bidden aim he prest. 

Aft in light unthinkin' gladness, 
Wi' his gun he gaed the heath ; 

Spurn'd at pity's dewy sadness, 
And enjoy'd the scene o' death. 

Morn wad scarcely tinge that season, 
But the war unmatched he'd spread, 

Shuddering mark'd by sober reason, 
Fluttering victims gory laid. 

Thus some voice methinks doth caution - 
" Shun the murd'rous wicked trade, 

Murd'rous to ilk tender passion ; 
Gae, some ither pa^tinw wed. 
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" Leave their little tribes to wander, 
Owre their Dative haunts at will; 

Nature's laws forbid to plunder, 
And depopulate the hill. 

" Learn frae them this usefu' lesson, 
Social live and be content; 

Nor the ways of right transgress on,- 
Life is sweet to wba 'tis sent/ 
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Sican thoughts or cautions enter'd, 
Ne'er into young Lara's breast; 

Heedless on he harden'd ventur'd, 
Laugh'd a caution to a jest. 

Laigh 'raang braes a glen lay bonny, * 
Beekiu' to the simmer day ; 

Round it grew the bushes mony, 
Echoing sweet the birdie's lay. 

Thro' its ae side ran a burnie, 

Co'er'd wi' hazels spreading green ; 
Wimplin' down wi' mony a turnie, 
*"* Adding beauty to the scene. 

Here stood Lara's dwellin' neatly, 

Maistly hid to ilka view; 
Saft at eve the burn mists sweetly, 

Did his garden a' bedew. 



* Kype Linn and its contiguous scenery, a beautiful 
little spot near Strathaven, is the scene alluded to in the 
following descriptive stanzas, and in other parts of the 
poem. 
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Farer up the burnie roaring, 

Kept a sughin lastin' din ; 
Down its limpid waters pouring, 

Foam'd into a whirlin' linn. 

Up whar rocks o'ertopt its course here, 
Stately firs and palm trees grew; 

At their edge a pleasure bouse here, 
Did command a pleasant view. 

Wide a landscape here appearing, 
Caught the curious markin' e'e; 

Woods, and vales, and mountains rearing, 
Misty tops 'mang clouds sae hie. 

Down below the scene wild leukit, 
Frightfu' hung the jutting rocks; 

While the burn out owre them buckit, 
Hoarsely down wi' thundering shocks. 

Here sweet Emma whiles wad slippit, 
Hidlins, frae her father's ken ; 

Here young Lara's smooth equipit 
Tales, made a' her bosom 8 ten. «w 

Ilka time they hap't to meet here, 
Struck mair deep anither wound ; 

Ilka word he spak seem'd sweeter 
Than the warbling race around. 

Here his vows he mony plighted, 

While she thought them t rue's her ain ; 

But, alas! how soon are blighted, 
Love an' hope's sweet smilin' train. . 
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Love I sweet love ! this boar we pree it, 

In the next 'tis hatred a'; 
Hope this moment, bright we 6ee it, 

Leuk again, 'tis fled awa ! 



PART II. 



As the Ban's seen on the meadow 

Dart a pare unclouded ray ; 
Till some cloud wi' dark'ning shadow, 

Glooms the track whar brightness lav. 

So see Emma's charms a' wither, 
Sunshine leave her beatin' heart; 

Cloudy glooms around it gather, 
Base, seduc'd by villain art. 

As the hunter patient pantin', 

Doth some fav'rite prize pursue, 
Till 'tis gain'd, then vainly vauntin', 
, Turns, and doth some ither sue. 

So, young Lara patient waited, 
Till his lustfu' end he gain'd; 

Then with savage breast elated, 

Srail'd contempt on worth he stain'd. 

Vows nae mair he meant to keep now; 

Cauldly ro w'd his sullen e'e; 
Cauld he raark'd young Emma weep now, 

Conscious shame for aye to dree I 
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Cauld as doth the un think in* farmer, 
View the simmer's beauties fa'; 

When fell Boreas, cruel banner, 
Fierce his bitin' breath doth blaw. 

So young Lara view'd nae warmer, 
Emma's beauties fade and flee; 

Saw unmoved whar ruddy charms were, 
Turn'd to pale, wi' hollow e'e. 

Nought his flinty heart could soften, 
Pleas'd he kent her torturing pain ; 

Strains of love she sent him often, 
But, alas! 'twas a' in vain. 

Mair he loved his barb'rous sportin', 
Than the pitying tale to vent ; 

Mair be loved in grief extortin', 
Than to soothe a lover's plaint. 

Faithfu' love repaid wi' scornin', 
Experience taught her now to see ; 

Saw deep sorrow, waes, and mournin', 
Chief companions now to be. 

Garden flowers nae mair gied pleasure, 
Wi' the twinkling dew-drops bent; 

A' her flow'ry gaudy treasure 
But brought pangs of discontent. 

Vain to her the foliage bonny ; 

Vain to her the birdie's nest ; 
Vain now twin'd the suckle-hinny, 

Roun' the bower whar wo*nt to rest. 
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Sweet nae mair by stream-side strayin' 
Now she watch'd the finny brood ; 

Sweet nae mair the lambkins' playin', 
Nor the green spread echoing wood. 

A* was lanely now and pining, 

Fled was ilka hopefn' ray; 
Whiles on bed or chair reclining, 

Now she spent the lingering day. 

Moved sire and tender mither 
Saw her waefu' heartless case ; 

Moved too, ilk loving brither, 
Strave to bring her bosom peace. 

C 

Strave a cheeriness to borrow, 

When aftimes their hearts were sail* ; 
But, alas! nought lights the sorrow, 
Whar the bosom feeds despair. 

Love, and fear, and shame tbegither, 
Bleez'd within, a hidden fire ; 

Sair she fearM her pridefu' father, 
Weel she kent his stubborn ire. 

Thus her weeks wi' slow progression, 
Steal'd awa in balefu' hours; 

Deepner soul was neath suppression ; 
Hid were a' her vivid powers. 

Time now tauld her situation, 
Mair she dreads, and mair she drees ; 

Mingl'd rage in frowning station, 
On her sire's dark brow she sees. 
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" Wha," be said in bursting passion, — 
" Wha tby innocence betray'd? 

Wha subdu'd tbe early caution, 
That a tender mither gaed ?" 

Emma struck wi' inward racking 
Slowly rais'd her drooping bead ; 

Tears outgush'd her breast to slacken, 
And she fault'ring, "Lara" said. 

Wild his dark and sullen e'e turn'd, 
Irefu' sparks thick frae't did fa'; 

Red bis wrath fu' cheek and bree burn'd, 
As he pranced amidst the ha'. 

" Hence," be cried in frenzy foamiu' 
" Hence tbee wi' thy faded charms'; 

Frae my sight depart this gloamin', 
Hence thee to thy Lara's arms. 

" Thus a father's care rewarded — 
Thus a mither's tender love ; 

Gae to him thou mair regarded, 
Faultress dire to laws above. 

" Neath my roof thou winna shelter, 
Tho' the cauld show'rs scour the wild ; 

Midst it lie, or through it falter, 
Gae, thou disobedient child." 

Delug'd deep her e'e red rowin', 
Forth she wail in' left the ha' ; 
Owre ber groanin' oaks down bowin', 
^ Sair the rough win's sae did blaw. 
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Darkness fell wi' black'ning cover, 
Mair her sorrows to dilate; 

As to Lara, ance her lover, 
Languid on she urg'd her gate. 

No a light's lone twinkle cheerin' 
Blinkit saft a' roan' and roun' ; 

Fl a tights o' fire the forest searin', 
Glinted frae the lift's dark crown. 

Eerie sounds the woods pervadin', 
Cam* wi' fancy's fearfu' train ; 

Trembling hopes before her fadin', 
Darken'd owre her breast wi* pain. 

Night now spread wi' a' its terrors, 
Gloomy stalk'd frae shore to shore ; 

Roarin' wild its hideous horrors, 
As she reach'd young Lara's door. 

A' seem'd deep in slumber lockit,— 
A' was still and dark within ; 

When she sighin' loudly knockit, 
And her plaint thus made bedeen.- 

" Reaved of a' but fate's undoing, 
Trembling 'neath the night's deray; 

Frae its woes, its wrath, and ruin, 
Emma begs a bield till day. 

" Goustrous win's are owre me blawiu 
Dark firs rift aboon the linn ; 

Fragments frae the craigs are fa'in' — 
Ope, O Lara ! let me in. 
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" Tortur'd woods their leaves are strewin', 
Gush in' deep rins ilka sheugh; 

Black the tempest still is brew in', 
Hoar sly roars its bodin' sugh. 

" Loud the night bird's eldritch screamin' 

Mingles wi' the rusbin' blast; 
Red the lightnings round me gleamin', 

Figures fearfu' aften cast. 

" Misery sheds her darkness owre me; 

Terrors breathe their blastin' aid ; 
Frowns o' destiny o'erpower me — 

Let me share thy fostering 6hade. 

" Hame to me again will never, 

Frae its sweets a joy impart; 
Hame nae mair to me will ever 

Yield its solace to the heart. 

" Gane is a' that ance delighted, 
Smile o' hope and fancy's train ; 

Gane for thee, for thee now blighted, 
Blighted, ne'er to smile again. 

" Wretchedness, and wo, and weeping, 
Dark their conquest urge to win ; 

Life's last hope in anguish steeping — 
Ope, O Lara, let me in." 

Cauldrife silence sigh'd his blessing, 
A' her plaint was made in vain ; 

Deaf to misery's voice distressing, 
Nought could move his heart o' stane. 
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Frantic frae his door she started, 
Burstin' wild wi' torturing pain ; 

Fell despair upon her darted 
A* its grim destructive train. 

Straight to wbar the rocks high tow'ring, 
Broken hing wi' threatening mien; 

'Boon whar rude the waters pouring, 
Fa' into the boilin' linn. 

Nearest through her gaet she urged, 

Thorns nor briars her course could stop; 

Vainly fierce their prickles scourged, 
Soon she reach'd their giddy top. 

There in agonizing posture, 
With uplifted hands she stood ; 

Then her waes nae mair to foster, 
Plung'd into the foam in' flood ! 

Thus sweet Emma, cruel fated, 

By a father s pridefu mind ; 
By a wretch, love violated, 

Brought was to a waefu' end. 



PART III. 



Midnight gane, the tempest stoppin', 
Stars they glitter'd 'lang the lift ; 

Water aff the laigh grun's floatin', 
On a howm her body left. 
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Phoebus saft brought in the mornin', 
Cairo and sweet was a' to see; 

Sparkling draps the plains adorn in', 
Charmed ilk observing e'e. 

Shepherds on ilk knowe lay playiu', 
Sweetly echoed wood and rock; 

Free o* cares the hours betrayin', 
Ilk ane watch'd bis fleecy flock. 

Lanely aue, or lightly rather, 

A 8 be tan'd bis flag'let sweet; 
Saw his flock roun' something gather, 

Leak, and turn, and waesome bleat ! 

Struck to see so strange a meet in', 
Sw\(h he left his pipe and plaid ; 

Reach'd the place whar stood they bleatin', 
Saw a corpse low bleachin' laid. 

Morning's cheerie joy forsook bim, 
Tears adown his cheeks did fa', 

But what dark'ning sorrow shook him, 
When he weel-keut Emma saw. 

Straight his trembling steps propelliu', 
Frae the scene he cross'd the lawn ; 

Ruefu' reach'd her father's dwellin', 
Tauld what Emma bad befaun : 

Whar she on a howm was lyin', 
How be hap't her there to see ; 

A' be tauld, a' deeply sigh in*, 
Gush'd a torrent frae their e'e, 
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Sad, her father, wi' some neebonre, 
Neebottrs wha held Emma dear, — 

Wha commor'd, had quat their labours, 
Solemn hame her corpse did bear. 

Thrice her mitber loud lamenting 
Kiss'd her cauld discoloured cheek ; 

Clasp't her to her breast, and faintin', 
Sank in death nae mair to speak ! 

As the win', the restless ocean 
Swells, to foamin' billows hie; 

So see grief swell ilka bosom, 

When they mark'd the mither die. 

A' the house that ance sae cheerie, 
Flourish'd sweet withoujen care; 

Now was fill'd wi' waitings eerie, 
Brinkin' near to black despair. 

Waes on waes, the wretched father, 
Saw now spring frae's folly's gust — 

Saw his wife, his bloomin' daughter, 
Laid 'neath ae cauld heap o' dust. 

Tears his aged cheeks did furrow — 
Peace midst walth nae mair he faun'- 

Melancholy, shame, and sorrow, 
Lurk'd in ilka hour that ran. 

Gatherin' gloom his min' reflected; 

Day nor night could bring him rest ; 
Wi' remorse's pain afflicted, 

Still in torture was his breast. 
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Thus some years in balefa' pining, 
'Neath ilk ill maist life could gie ; 

Left by freen's, by hope's sweet shining, 
Death at length did close his e'e. 



O, if folk would be but canny, 
And their rage wi' reason try; 

Sad, sad evils, O how many. 
Wad it sink o' darkest dye I 

Less the guilt of heedless passion, 
Wad return upon their bead ; 

Less the guilt, and rnair the blessin', 
If they reason rnair applied. 
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THE WOES OF SEPARATION. 

A TALE. 
ADDRESSED TO SEPARATION. 



" Thou spoil'st the dance of youthful blood, 
Strik'st out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 
And every smirking feature from the face." — Blair, 



PART I. 

Separation, hideous form, 
Ruthless as the winter storm. 
O'er the face of nature strewing, 
Devastation, famine, ruin ; 
Cruel as barbarian horde, 
Piercing as the tyrant's sword, 
To the father, to the mother, 
To the sister, to the brother, 
To the lover, to the friend, 
To the good, and pure of mind ; 
Who in peace and sweet content, 
Many days and years bad spent; 
Enjoying still, and still enjoying, 
Till thy presence foul annoying, 
Spectre-like in horror dight, 
Peering thro' the cloud of night; 
Burst their unity between, 

Cancelled all the lovely scene ; 

c2 
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Changed the radiance of their bliss, 
To the shade of deep distress ; 
Caused the briny tear to flow, 
Fill'd the bitter draught of wo ; 
Dimm'd the eye's transcendant shine- 
Beaming love, and rnth divine; 
Paled the cheek of crimson hue, 
Dry'd the lip of its honey'd dew ; 
Sour'd the heaven-complaisant smile, 
That wont to revel and beguile 
Sadness, from its dire abode, 
And lift the soul from earth to God. 

Oh, if I could move thy pity, 
Give to song some tender ditty, 
Fraught with woes thou hast created, 
Pierce thy bosom execrated ; 
Repentant turn thee from thy ways, 
Where misery, grief, and horror strays ; 
Bring thy workings o'er to man: 
Reform thee, and reform thy plan, — 
Great is the thought, and the heav'nly maid, 
Sweet hope, to fancy's eye pourtray'd, 
Leans from her throne rejoicing, 
And bids me strike the trembling string. 
Hear me then relentless chief, 
Relate to thee a tale of grief — 
Hear't in mournful cadence rise — 
Breaker of our dearest joys. 

'Twas on a valley's verdant side, 
Far from insolence and pride, 
Far from riot, strife, and noise, 
Guilty scenes and guilty joys, 
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Rose two cots, that well might vie 
With ought that e'er might strike the eye ; 
So wild, so sweet, so peaceful they, 
Half shelter'd from the glare of day, 
Slept beneath the blissful shade 
Of nature's wilding thickets spread; 
Curl'd their smoke to the morning calm, 
Midst the woodland's fragrant balm; 
S well'd the breast's ecstatic rage, 
Caught the eye of youth and sage ; 
Sooth'd the wand'ring stabs of pain, 
Like peace-inviting seraphs twain, 
Delightful plac'd, delightful seen, 
With scarce two furlongs spread between. 

Thus these rural dwellings 6tood, 
Like genii of enchanted wood ; 
Halbert's one, and Arthur's t'other, 
Each of each the friend and brother; 
Friends that had been friends from youth, 
Years matured their friendship's growth: 
Never varying, still the same, 
Friendship worthy of the name; 
Proof 'gainst envy's piercing arms, 
Slander, and its foul alarms ; 
Of virtues dearest and the best, 
Fann'd by every virtue blest ; 
Ending not when nature's ended 

On its pilgrimatic way 
But on wings of love extended, 

Soars to unextinguish'd day- 
Happy those who chance to find, 
Such a comforter and kind, 
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As Halbert in his Arthur proved, 
As Arthur in his Halbert loved; 
One to share our social joys, 
Aid them in their flights to rise, — 
Counsel give when o'er our head 
Threat'ning ruin lifts the blade — 
Assist us should we chance to fall, 
From its fetters, from its thrall; — 
Sympathetic soothe our pain, 
Toss'd on trouble's stormy main ; 
And cheer the lonely solemn hour, 
When the feeble vital power 
Hangs on every parting breath, 
And trembles on the verge of death. 
Then might we, as Halbert did, 
When laid upon his lowly bed, 
Calm the dreadful parting bear, 
See the sympathetic tear, 
A boon how small, but ah, how dear. 

Halbert saw his peaceful end, 
Humane, attended by his friend; 
And, leaning on a holy hope, 
(The weary pilgrim's guide and prop,) 
Bequeathed to heaven and Arthur's care. 
His all on earth — a daughter fair. 



PART II. 



As on some sea-surrounded rock, 
Escap'd from ruin's fatal stroke, 
Some remnant seamen stand ; 
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As grief within their bosoms roll, 
As joy illumes each darken'd soul, 

When sadden hopes ascend. 
So Arthur stood in sorrow lost, 
His soul by surging feelings toss'd, 

Beside his lifeless friend; 
Till o'er his dewy memory prest 
Remembrance of his last request, 

And orphan left behind. 

And I will live, (at length he said, 

And closely pressed the sobbing maid,) 

Yes, I will live for thee, sweet flower, 

So lonely left in leafless bower; 

Will lire to make thy sorrows less, 

To share and elevate thy bliss; 

Will live thy sportive steps to guide, 

In pleasure's maze by mountain side ; 

And all the soothing sweets to prise, 

Of nature's calm instructing joys. — 

And oh, be't mine beneath that power, 

Whose arm can shield in every hour, 

To watch thy little sojourn here, 

And teach the path that thou should'st steer ; 

The thorny path of life to shun 

That leads to deep distress. 
The blissful path of hope to run, 

That leads to endless bless,— 
All the father's part to prove, 
The father's care, the father's love. 

Thus Arthur spoke in sorrow's hour, 
Bent o'er his Ellen, lonely flower; 
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Thus spoke a heart that friendship warm'd, 
A heart that love and hope had charm 'd ; 
And promised midst their varied bloom, 
Many days of joy to come, 
Till even time with mantle hoar, 
His head with age would silver o'er. 

But ab, how faintly can descry, j 

The human mind, the future joy; 

Fleeting like a morning dream, 

Or shadow o'er the placid stream, 

A gem unwon, — when won, at best, 

A bubble on the water's breast, — 

A moment seen the rainbow's hue in, 

Another, and 'tis burst to ruin, — 

A print upon the sea-wash'd shore, — 

A calm before the tempest's roar, — 

A sunbeam in a cloudy day, — 

A fiery meteor's transient ray, 

Bursting thro' the gloom of night, 

On the astonieh'd traveller's sight. 



Such are all the joys we boast, 

Now seen, now gone, forever lost; 

And such was Arthur's promised gladness, 

That soon, too soon, was turn'd to sadness ; 

For scarce three years had time given birth, 

Till o'er him clos'd his parent earth. 

Some pressing business' ardent nod, 
Had call'd him from his lov'd abode ; 
And in a dark and lonely spot, 
Sequester'd far from any cot; 
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As eager home he held his way, 

Deep pondering on the affairs of day^ 

An ambush'd band of ruffians rude, 

Rnsh'd from within the darkened wood ; 

Relentless as the tempest's sway, 

Dark, sweeping Afric's desert way ; 

And scarce a thought had cross'd his brain, 

The dread of death, the fear of pain, 

When burning oath'd a downward stroke, 

His slumbVing mind to action broke; 

And brought his arm with vengeful blow, 

That laid the ranc'rous reptile low ! 

But ah ! how short his 'vantag'd arm 

Survived the villain's shrill alarm ; 

On every side, behind, before, 

A sturdier arm destruction bore, 

Till down he dropp'd distained with gore. 

I need not tell the griefs that swell'd 

Each bosom heaving high ; 
I need not tell the woes that filPd 

Each tender pitying eye. 
When early morning lit the sky, 

And Edward and bis Ellen fair; 
Urged by natures dearest tye, 

Found his fathers body there. 



PART III. 



Lonelier left, now Ellen grew 
A fairer flower to every view; 
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Sweeter beara'd her pitying eyes, 
Sweeter smiles began to rise ; 
Sweeter rose- tints blest the sight, 
Blended with the lily's white, 
Mantling peace that dwelt within, 
Sweetly settled, calm, serene, 
Save when memory's hand disclosed, 
Scenes where early griefs reposed ; 
Then would touch of passing sadness, 
Pale her cheek of rosy gladness ; 
But as shaded wild-flower steeping, 
On some sudden sun ray peeping, 
Sweeter glows in every hue, 
Gemm'd with starry drops of dew; 
So would Ellen, lovely maid, 
Soon as peace her bosom sway'd, 
Sweetly peer as radiant morn, 
Or fancy's child, poetic born ; — 
Age rever'd the faultless fair, 
Youth adored in ardent prayer, 
Felt the pang that life consumes 
Sought the glance that life illumes, 
Wing'd how oft, with guileful bliss, 
Hovering o'er some near distress ; 
Sought, too, as they wish to live, 
What, sweet maid, she could not give, 
For the hand for which they sued, 
In youth was won, in youth was woo'd. 

Edward held the blissful prize, 
All bis hope of future joys; 
All his soul's delightful theme, 
Evening thought, and morning dream ; 
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For whether fancy walk'd the heath, 
Midst the evening's stilly breath, — 
Whether streak' d by influence warm, 
Midst the sweets of infant morn, — 
Whether midst the tempest sweeping, 
Friendless, poor, forsaken, weeping; 
Still in thought was Ellen there, 
All bis woes, his joys to share; 
Still to smile or shed the tear, 
As light or shadow hover'd near, — 
Alike to him was wood and dale, 
Heathy wild, or smiling vale, 
Mountain height, or landscape view, 
Still his soul his Ellen drew ; — 
For did songsters tune the spray, 
Such to him was Ellen's lay ; — 
Did in fragrance breathe the morn, 
Such o'er Ellen's lips was borne; — 
Did the orient colour'd skies 
Sweet in smiles and beauty rise, 
Such was Ellen's joyous cheek, 
Smile, and eye of pity meek ; 
Such her lips of dropping dew, 
Sweeter far for him to view : 
For nature's varied sweets but were 
As index to his maiden fair. 

Lonely not, nor unreturn'd, 
Wildly thus his passion burn'd, — 
Lonely not, did be at even, 
Feel as 'twere the sweets of heaven, 
Breath'd around in dewy bliss, 
When he stole the willing kiss ; 
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Nor alone, did he in soul 
Feel this sacred torrent roll; — 
Ellen felt as Edward did, 
All his love with love repaid. 

Think, ye cold unfeeling few, 
Who such transports never knew ; 
Think ere you in wanton pride, 
Love's endearing power deride; 
For, O, 'tis heaven's created ray, 
Light of youth's ephemeral day, — 
Balm of life's expected close, 
Torn with pain and rack'd with woes; 
Nerve of patriot, warrior band, 
Prone to guard their native land, — 
Cement of the jarring world, 
When it beams its sweets unfuiTd. 

Edward now, (for time had cast 
His mantle o'er the gloomy past,) 
Sought again Jus glad resorts, 
Sought again his woodland sports; 
Sought the patrick's covey'd brood, — 
Sought the pheasant of the wood, — 
Sought the grouse on heathy wild, 
Far from haunts of man, exiled. 

But 'twas not in wanton wrath, 
Pouring wide the fire of death, 
O'er the list'ning wilds afar, 
Aston ish'd at the unnatural war; 
No ! tho' oft his power he proved, 
Destruction's path he never loved ;-— - 
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Never loved the tyrant's joy, 
Nature's offspring to destroy,— 
Never loved the purple heath, 
Empurpled with the drops of death, — 
Never bent unpitying eyes 
O'er their flutt'ring agonies; 
Purer joys his bosom fired, 
Than e'er hunters breast desired ; 
Nature all bis joy, his pride, 
Save bis Ellen, promised bride, 
Drew him still her sweets to prove, 
Nursing calm his happy love, — 
Nursing every tender thought, 
Rising fancy rapid brought. 

Dear to him was valley's breast, 
Strew'd with flowers in dewy rest, 
Tangled copse and knarly oak, 
Perch'd upon the mossy rock, — 
Dear to him was eye of morn, 
O'er the eastern hills upborne, 
Stately clothed in gold array, 
Chasing west the clouds away, — 
Dear the bleat of flocks unseen, 
Hid in moorland hollow green, — 
Dear the streamlet's misty flow, 
Serpentine, seen far below. 

But o'er all the spot so sweet, 

Where Nature makes her loved retreat ; 

Where the rocks abrupt and rude, 

Sublime in awful solitude, 

Silent woo the moon-beam still, 

Or morning light o'er dewy hill, — 
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Where the hanging woods are spread, 
Listening o'er the rillet's bed; 
Winding here its rippling course, 
Pouring there its rapid force, — 
Where the owl on pinions grey, 
Flits from rock to rock away ; 
Houts adown the lovely scene, 
Till rocks around rehout again. 
Hence the wand'ring shepherds say, 
When the gloamin fades away, 
And the new moon lights the wold, 
Spirits there their converse hold. 

There, O, there, midst such a scene, 
Edward all alone, unseen; 
Rapt in seer-like visions blest, 
Would by rising feelings prest, 
Commune within his soul's recess, 
Of human woes and happiness; 
Of things that are, of things to be, 
Beyond what mortal eye can see, — 
Of suns and worlds of other skies, 
Fancy sees in beauty rise, — 
Of wondrous views, of wondrous things, 
Quiet retirement only brings, 
Sweetly on her bosom laid, 
Musive, solitary maid. 

Thus would Edward, (blissful youth, 
Dear to virtue, love, and truth, 
Dear to friendship and to friend,) 
Sweet his hours of leisure spend. 
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PART IV. 



Autumn now his vesture pale, 
Had spread o'er lawn and sunny vale, 
When on morn serene and fair, 
Edward did himself prepare 
Again his wayward course to steer, 
Midst beauties of the fading year; — 
Again sequestered sweets to woo, 
And yielding nature bid adieu. 
But ere he his mountain way, 
Did midst rising thoughts assay; 
First to Ellen, dearest maid, 
Thus in tender accents said — 

" One day again from thee to rove, 
Attuning all the soul to love 
I mean to take, ere joyous swain 
Strip the golden bosom'd plain, 
Or coming Winter's surly storm 
Nature's lovely face deform ; 
And on return at evening's hour, 
Will meet thee at the willow bower ; 
Scene of other evening's bliss, 
Dearer to be made by this." 

Nor more he said, for deep a sigh, 
Stole from his breast, he knew not why; 
He only kiss'd his beauteous maid, 
Then musive sought the woodland shade; 
The wooded wild, and mountain grey, 
The heathy path from man away, 

D 2 



36 



The sweep of valley, sunward spread, 
The rapid streamlet's mazy bed, 
The bowery bank and briery den, 
Bat chief the wild, the wizard glen. 

Nor long he sought, for scarce the sun, 
His bright meridian point had won, 
When lo ! his lovely glen in view, 
Still wet with drops of morning dew ; 
Still sweet as when uprose the day, 
With scarce a breeze to shake the spray, 
Lay deep beneath his raptured eye, 
Yielding calm, a silent joy, — 
Yielding what he held so dear, 
The tender thought, the pitying tear, 
The sympathetic soothing glow, 
Breath 'd o'er others doom'd to wo ; 
Virtues blest and sent by heaven, 
To adorn us mortals, given* 

But short was his the joy to prove, 
In peace, the silent sweets that move 
The feeling soul — another sight 
The fates ordain'd, than soft delight. 

Scarce from the height's embowering shade, 
His eye the lovely scene survey'd, — 
Scarce o'er the rocks, the wood, the stream, 
His fancy try'd her wonted theme; 
Till in the southern skies away, 
Tremendous darkness held its sway 
Enthroned sublime in awful state, 
Moving solemn, wing'd with fate. 
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Straight clown the steep, instinctive led, 
Young Edward sought the rillet's bed; 
Where hugely o'er its limpid wave, 
The hanging rocks had form'd a cave; 
Secure, though lonely, there to stay, 
The dreadful event of the day. 

And scarce he gain'd its sheltering cell, 
When large the patt'ring rain-drops fell; 
When growing darkness o'er the height, 
Hung o'er the vale the shades of night, 
And distant thunders growl'd afar, 
Portentous of the rising war. 

Now awful silence still and deep, 
Had hush'd each sound along the steep; 
No bird its glad ning music made, 
No leveret tript along the glade ; 
Even the rude uptowering rocks, 
The lofty pines, the knarly oaks, 
As conscious of the approaching hour, 
Seem'd deep to mourn in silent lour ; 
Alone the stream's foreboding wail, 
Its murmurs made far down the vale; 
Alone it broke with swellings hoarse, 
The breathless silence's magic force ; — 
Till lo ! at once broad through the gloom, 
The lightnings flash'd their dread illume, 
Full on a rock by copse embound, 
And tore and whirl'd its ruins round ; 
Nor pause between, nor wild suspense, 
Till burst the dreadful ordinance, 
Loud with such tremendous shock, 
The firmament seem'd rent and broke, 
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And crashing rocks the bolt bad riven, 
Seem'd tumbled from the towers of heaven ! 

O, ye few of doubting mind, 
Moving in a sphere confin'd ; 
Unworthy, stain'd with sin and shame, 
Unworthy of the human name; 
O, had you as Edward been, 
A witness of this dreadful scene, 
How had your hearts convictive moved, 
And own'd a God of peace, and loved ! 
How bad your souls in darkness steept, 
Awak'd and own'd, and wept, and wept ! 

Now moving slow, the tempest forth, 
Deep rautter'd from the gloomy north, — 
Now o'er the azure opening sky, 
Its fleecy fragments linger nigb, — 
Now dropping soft a dewy shower, 
O'er lawn, and vale, and glistening bower, 
While beast, and bird, and joyous swain, 
Glad'ning nature hail'd again. 
Meantime the sun emergent west, 
Smiled sweet upon the valley's breast, 
Stretcb'd as 'twere by wizard's spell, 
Breathing what, he could not tell, 
A still endearing loneliness, 
A captivating loveliness; 
And fain would he have try'd its power, 
Its influence sweet at dewy hour; 
But faithful love in whispers said, 
" The willow bower, thy lovely maid.'* 
He only took a transient view, 
Then bade the lovely scene adieu. 
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PARTV. 

Homeward now his way he sought, 
Absorbed in meditative thought; 
Mustering now a phantom storm, 
Now gazing on his Ellen's form; 
Now bless'd in rays of vision'd light, 
Now wrapt in gloom and shades of night : 
Now borne on fancy's wing away, 
Where nature's worship greets the day ; 
Now muttering to the listless wind 
The converse of the lonely mind. 
When lo ! the floating accents sweet 

Of maiden's voice attract his ear ; 
Such as may sainted spirit meet, 

When entering life's celestial sphere. 
'Twas Ellen's voice and lay of love, 

That oft had charm'd the joyous hour; 
He knew them, and his heart could prove 

Their melody, and melting power. 
Dear recollections wrapt his mind ; 
He raised his piece to give to wind 
A token of his presence near, 

But no, he stopt, he rather chuse, 
The soft approach in silence dear, 

To clasp a thousand charms profuse. 
And straight with eager step, to hail 
His lovely maid, he trod the vale, 
Nor long till o'er the rustling sward, 
A gentle coming foot he heard, 
And as the opening glade it near'd, 
Confess' d his dearest Ellen peer'd ; 
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Each saw, each flew, each bosom high, 

Was fi 1 I'd with heavenly ecstacy, 

Each felt what death can but deface, 

Each stretch'd to grasp the dear embrace, — 

When oh, an envious blush that grew, 

Insidious as a shelter there, 

At once the dreadful trigger drew, 

And pierced his Ellen's bosom fair! 

She shriek'd, she fell, the lonely gale 

In murmurs wept, adown the vale ; 

The harbingers of death stood by, 

Or rode upon the quivering sigh; 

One only boon life seem'd to crave, 

And fate a little respite gave, 

The struggling soul ... it stay'd, 

And, " oh, my Edward dear/' she said, 

" If e'er we call'd the powers above, 

To witness of our faithful love,-— 

If e'er thy circling arms have press'd, 

In bliss to thine, this bleeding breast, 

Oh, grieve not so in vain, — 

Despair will never bring again, 

Nor all thy wo, this fleeting breath, 

Nor stay the rapid speed of death. 

This parting stream still warms to thee, 

This heart that ever beat to be 

Thine, is thine, nor blames in ought, 

The deed, the will of heaven hath wrought. 

Yet oh ! niethinks, I fain would live, 

To love, and gaze on thee, and give 

Thee all I owe thy tender heart, 

Of yielding goodness ere we part, — 

All my soul of love to tbee, 

But oh, I feel it cannot be. 
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This feeble, last, and dear embrace, 
(Ob, may it soothe thy soul to peace,) 
Is all thy Ellen's love can give, 
Is all she has to bid thee live. 
Life's mortal course will soon be driven, 
Then, then again we'll meet in heaven, — 
In peace — never to part — but dwell, 
In bliss — in bliss .... farewell." 

No more the lovely Ellen said, 
Back from his breast she bang her head, 
Her arms unlock'd, their last embrace 
She sigb'd, and closed her eyes in peace. 



O ! agonizing separation, 
What's thy sources of vexation ! 
What's thy power on man below, 
What's thy joy in deeds of wo ? 

Wilt thou never, never spurn, 
Deeds abhorrent to the mind? 

Never from thy malice turn, 
Give thy love to human kind ? 

Is the tender dropping tear, 
Pity sheds at misery's shrine, 

Ne'er to touch thy bosom sear, 
Ne'er to dim these eyes of thiue? 

Or is thy bosom adamantine, 
Proof to all the nicer ties? 
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And art thou in tby state content then, 
Pleased in scenes of wo to rise? 

In vain I ask, no friendly ray, 

No smile complacent beams from thee; 
Derisive, cold, thou turn'st away, 

And laugh'st at human misery. 
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AYDVIN AND THE INDIAN CHILD. 

A TALE. 

O little did my mitber think. 

That day she craddled me, 
What land I was to travell in, 

Or what death I should dee. 



Old Ballad. 



PART I. 



O ! bonny smiled the rosy morn, 
That gave young Aydvin birth ; 

And bonny smiled his vernal years, 
In innocence and mirth. 

Nae blyther lad was seen to stray 
The green wood side alang; 

Or seated 'neath the simmer shade, 
To lilt sae sweet a sang. 

His e'e was lightsome as the morn, 
Owre dewy nWrets bang; 

His voice was sweet as lover's lay, 
Or maiden's lilting tongne. 

Yet nae saft wish had learn'd to heave, 

His wayward bless or wo; 
Free was his heart and free his han', 

And free his bosom's glow. 

B 
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The saagh tree budding owre the born, 
The primrose down the brae, 

The sylvan scene wi' music wild, 
Ay neist his heart wad gae. 

Unsullied, save by childish tein, 
His days nnnotic'd ran; ~ 

The same his e'ening clos'd serene, 
The same his morn began. 

Sae peacefn* row'd his days alang; 

Bat blighting care's annoy 
He scarcely kent, for to be blest, 

For every hoar was joy. 

Bat yoathfa' days are little prized, 

How sweet soe'er they be; 
For ane to ken how sweet they are, 

Mann taste o' misery. 

Sae Aydvin fand, when o'er the scene, 

Life's riper days cam on ; 
Withhanding far the ray of hope, 

ThaTsick or seldom shone. 

The gloom o' thocht o'erhang his brow, 

His e'e was dark and sad ; 
And peace that ance wad light his heart, 

Seem'd frae his bosom fled* 

In vain the spring in beauty cam, 

Wi' tender bad and smile; 
And a' her train o' vernal joys, 

Sae sweet to him erewhile. 
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And summer Tain, wi' lips o' balm, 
Wad kiss each fragrant flower, 

Or leaning frae a silvery cloud, 
Bedew the woodbine bower. 

A 9 nature's charms were lost to him, 

And lost the linnet's sang ; 
And bonny haunts o' yonthfd' days, 

In vain he gaed amang. 

He saw tyrannic will and law, 
Spread misery owre the land ; 

And dark reproach and shame was his, 
Wba wad that will withstand. 

He saw the blnid o' patriots flow 

Beneath its ruthless sway; 
And heard the widow's frenzied shriek, 

The whisperings o' dismay. 

He saw oppression's heavy hand 
Press down the jocund heart ; 

And cauld the social feelings sink, 
Or frae the breast depart. 

Distrust and envy, darksome pair, 

On darker shadows sped; 
And owre the peasant s humble roof, 

Their balefu' influence shed. 

E'en age upborne on feeble staff, 

Prepared, in peace, to die; 
Could hardly 'scape their withering waft, 

Malignant passing by. 
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The feelings cbaf 'd wi ilka joy, 

Contentment a' was gane ; 
The eydent hand unblest, was poor— 

E'en competence had pain. 

He saw his bairnies bonny smile, 

Unconscious ought o ill ; 
And frolic owre the simmer day, 

Beside the sunny rill. 

Yet saw his partner's listless leuk, 
Owre a' that cbarm'd short syne; 

The frequent tear aft dim her e e, 
Her cheeks their beauty tine. 

He leuk'd whar rosy pleasure ance 

Sat joyous, sweet, and fair; 
He leuVd whar smiling hope had been, . 

But mark'd the fiend despair. 

He leuk'd owre a* the prospect wide, 
Whar ance ilk blossom grew ; 
' But growing shades of future ills 
Still met his eager view. 

The sick'ning sight a father's heart 

Nae langer dought to bide; 
Paternal nature weeping rose, 

And spurn'd the scene aside. 

Resolve came strong on reasons wing, 
And o'er the western wave, 

On bounding bark, with wife and bairns, 
He fled their peace to save* 
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Columbia's world received him safe, 

In health and spirits hie; 
And many a hope and prospect sat 

High smiling on his e'e. 

As ane wha lang had durance dree'd 
Feels sweet the breezy morn, 

With rapturous lichtness lift his heart, 
And nerve ilk feeling torn. 

Sae Aydvin fonnd a stirring strange, 

Stir a' within his breast ; 
And energy unkent before, 

As freedom's Bhore be prest. 

Nae gloom o' darkness o'er him hung, 
Nae doubt perplex'd his mind ; 
1\ Nae s wither check'd his onward, step, 
Nae weakness leuk'd behind. 

Soon owrethe length o' way be past, 
His bent by nought owercome ; 

And soon amidst Canadian woods, 
He built bis little home. 

Its site a fairy prospect had, 

A burnie bickering by ; 
A flowery slope that sunward spread, 

And woo'd the mid-day sky. 

A little rock, a pool beneath, 

In whilk the burnie fell ; 
A beaver haunt in ruins left, 

Their wondrous tale to tell. 

e-2 



48 

And mony a tree o' blossom sweet, * 
And mony a flower, I ween; 

For mony a wafting zepbyr breath'd 
In sweetness owre tbe scene. 

A' farer ronn* tbe wild woods grew, 
That trembled to his stroke ; 

That ilka morning's strength renew'd, 
And Nature's slumbering broke. 

The pride of a 9 the forest lay 

In mony a heap aroun'; 
Alang the slope, the level tract, 

And a' the burn bedown. 

Tbe oak in dolefu' crashings sunk, 
And bade the woods farewell ; 

The tender sapling bow'd its head, 
And midst the ruins fell. 

The fragrant birk, the maple sweet, 
Tbe towering pine tree Strang ; 

The offspring of a hundred years 
Now lay the yird alang. 

Uncheerfa' desolation smil'd 

To see the joyless scene ; 
But soon tbe baun that rais'd his laugh, 

As soon bedewed his e'en. 

Industry strong o'ercam tbe waste, 

A' nature's wildness fled ; 
And gentle art and order lay 

In infant beauty spread. 
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A little garden soon was bis, 
Wi' mony a fruit and flower; 

The lightly care o' leisure start, 
Spar'd frae an antrin hour. 

And braid a-field in prospect fair, 
To bless him with its smile; 

A waving plenty soon he saw. 
The hope of a' his toil. 

While 'neath the shady woods outowre, 

The grassy glades amang; 
His little herd o' kine secure, 

Soon strayed in peace alang. 

A' tbrave beneath his eydent ban', 
The* herb, the fruit, the tree, 

The waving crap, the herd o' kine, 
And many a joy bad he. 

Ilk day but gaed his wish to meet, 
Wi' shower and favouring gale; 

The year on circling wing but past, 
To tell a brighter tale. 

Four simmers thus o' bonniest bloom, 
Had lightly come and gane; 

And autumn's ripening treasure waved, 
And labour press'd him nane. 

Saft leisure lay on ilka han', 

Upraise the joyous day, 
And recreation fed his steps 

Into the woods awav. 
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Bat nought o' sport across his tract, 
That day had hapt to gae; 

Nor faun, nor deer, nor pigeon wild, 
Nor beast, nor bird o' prey. 

He leuk'd the bowery thicket dark, 
The brake, the meadow green, 

The reedy margin of the lake, 
He leuk'd but nought was seen. 

He leuk'd till e'ening tipt wi' goud 

The tap o' ilka tree ; 
Syne hameward turn'd his weary steps, 

Unheedfu' ought to see. 

And lone beneath the fading light, 
The path of peace he gaed ; 

Till something ben the listening wood 
A gentle rustling made. 

On cautious step he turn'd aside, 

And stealing saft alang ; 
He saw it dark in deepening shade, 

A tree's top boughs amang. 

He saw it dark, but beast or bird, 
His e'e nought o't could tell ; 

And hauding straight the tube ©' death, 
He drew, it shriek'd, and fell. 

It fell, and horror chill'd his soul, 

Foreboding dark and wild $ 
It fell, oh God ! in human form, 

A neighbouring Indian's child. 
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Not opening earth disclosing dread, 
The realms where guilt is cast; 

Nor loathsome spectre's hideous glare 
Had struck him mair aghast. 

He stood like skaitbed and leafless tree 

Beneath the tempest s lour, 
Bereft of a' that seemeth life, 

Bereft of ilka power. 

His feelings reel'd in revel wild, 
The world seem*d fled away ; 

He only saw the bleeding child, 
The place where couch' d it lay. 

And kneeling o'er its little frame, 

Convuls'd wi' many a throe ; 
He raved, and wept, and wrong his hands, 

In bitterness of wo. 

And still, and still the welling tide, 

To stay he frantic try'd ; 
But ah 1 beneath his aiding hand, 

It writh'd itself and died. 



PART II. 



Day now had gane owre a' the hills, 
And the silver evening star 

Frae midst a sea of lingering light, 
Shone feeble frae afar. 



52 

Aud deep and darker gusts o' grief, 

Had wrong his torturM mind; 
When wending near, an Indian's step, 

He thought he heard behind. 

He rnsh'd amidst the darksome woods, 

And thro' the veiling night- 
He fled as flies the hiud outowre, 

When terror wings its flight. 

The shades of wo clos'd dark behind, 

He plash'd the swamps out thro' ; 
And o'er his dread and dreary path, 

Away, away he flew. 

The saplings bent beneath his tread — 

He dash'd aside the spray ; 
And frequent crash'd the brushwood sear, 

And fast be fled away. 

The roosting wild bird woke in fear, 

And skimm'd the midnight air; 
The howlet scream'd as if in wrath, 

To see a wanderer there. 

But nought could stay his eerie flight, f 

Nor wood, nor rock, nor steep; 
Nor downward valley's braky breast, 

Nor winding water deep. 

He swam the water still and dark, 

He cros8'd the vajley's breast ; 
He scaled the way less wooded steep, 

And on, and on he prest. 

I 
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The nigLt o'erhung wi' dreadour wild, 
Three times his flight had seen; 

The day o' misery, wo, and want, 
Three times bad o'er him been. 

And eve again wi* dusky wing, 

Fell far owre ilka tree; 
And dark and sullen clouds o' night, 

Crap up the welkiu hie. 

Far ben the gloom the meteor glanced, 

111 boding on his e'e; 
And the eerie sugb o' silence cam, 

Like a far and murmuring sea. 

And owre the woods the lonely blast, 
Like whispering spirit stray'd ; 

And shadowy shapes and terrors lurk'd 
Again in every shade. 

He kent the omens ill o' night, 
O' storm and tempest near; 

He kent the scouts that nature sent, 
An sair be shook wi' fear. 

But sheltering cot a' roun' was nane, 
Whar peace invites to rest; 

Nor downy coucb whar slumber sweet 
Soon make the weary blest. 

Sae 'neath a dark and Ian el y tree, 

Wi' leafy curtains hung; 
His body spent with woes and toil, 

He sad and silent flung. 
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And owre him cam the blast o* night* 

His lullaby to sing; 
And owre bim gentle slumber cam, 

And shook her silent wing. 

And saft forgetfulness a while 

Had kept his dewy woes 
Hid in the shadows of her breast, 

And blest him with repose. 

Bnt fancy wak'd her wizard power, 
That tarns the night to day ; 

And in a freak fantastic, led 
Him far and fast away. 

Away as flies the pretty bird, 
To take good tidings home; 

Away owre down and dizzy height, 
Whar bnt a sprite may roam. 

His way was on the wing of thought, 
The world was 'neath his view ; 

And smiling o'er its glittering seas, 
Soon Scotia's lands he knew. 

He saw its heathy mountains wild, 
Its flowers o* sweet perfume ; 

Its woods, and rocks, and sunny glens, 
And bonny braes o' broom. 

He heard the sang o' little birds, 
Far 'neath the simmer sky; 

He saw his native scenes o' bliss, 
His hame of early joy. 
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He beard his sister's lilts o' love, 
Her laugh o' meikle glee ; 

He saw his sire to meet him come, 
Frae 'neath his favourite tree. 

A welcome trembled on his lip, 
Bat word be donghtna speak ; 

And the silver drap that waters joy, 
Fell owre his faded cheek. 

Bat ah ! the bliss a father breathes, 

In ecstacy and love ; 
And the grasp of aged tenderness 

Were not bis hap to prove. 

Dark fate, or fancy struck the scene, 
And o'er the fields of thought, 

The broken vision changed, or fled, 
As if enchantment wrought. 

And lone, he thought, he lay bedeen, 
Whar 'neath the gloamin' hour; 

His lowly cottage of the woods 
Appeared like seraph's bower. 

And basking a' in yellow light, 

It lay like bliss to see ; 
Or gentle peace laid slumbering 

Upon a gowden sea. 

A holy feeling thrill'd his soul, 
Each leuk intenser grew; 

And slowly fading twilight stood, 
As laith to dim his view. 
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When sudden o'er the hallow'd scene, 

The banded Indians came, 
With hatchet dread, and dreadful knife, 

And torch-wood tipt with flame. 

And soon the hame that ance was his, 
Of joy and prospect bright; 

Stream'd to the cloud its eerie glare, 
Like beacon dread o* night. 

Grim pleasure cniTd each savage lip, 

And lo ! the Indian child, 
Hung in its hand a string of scalps, 

And o'er them ghastly smil'd ! 

And sobs of woe, and shrieks of pain, 

Raise on the feeble blast ; 
And damning deeds (unmeet to name,) 

Before bis fancy past. 

His torturM spirit sunk to die, 

If die a spirit may ; — 
And they wha every wo hae felt, 

May what he felt pourtray. 






The demons of his dream had done, 
The dreadful vision broke; 

And groaning in the ear of night, 
His struggling senses woke. 

He woke, but not in bower of joy, 
Whar pleasure sipt her cup ; 

He woke whar gall unmeasured flow'd, 
And misery drank it up. 
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Dark night with dreadful aspect hang,- 

The thunders burst in ire ; 
The tempest pourM its torrents down, 

And gleam d the flickering fire. 

Destruction broke the bended tree, 
In crash ings wak'd despair ; 

And o'er his lonely bield unbleet, 
Dire whirl'd in vortex there. 

That hope's the essence of a God, 
And dwell 8 beyond the skies ; 

And's sent as from a parent's hand, 
To guide his children's eyes. 

Oh, do not doubt, it is, it is, 
It comes on healing wings ; 

And aft in murkiest scene of wo, 
It sits, and smiles, and sings. 

It comes like herald's voice of peace, 

That stills the din of war ; 
And pours the balm in many a wound, 

Of those who weep afar. 

It came, it smiled where Aydvin lay, 

Like beam of angel light, 
And wafted on its wings away 

The terrors of the night. 

And morning cam', wi' leuks o' love ; 

But rock and refted tree, 
And rueful ravage wild around, 

Fell on his languid e'e. 
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Sair grew his heart, remembrance sair, 
Brought back the night of woes; 

And heaving on a tide of grief, 
His bursting bosom rose. 

The vision'd fate of those he loved, 

Than onght on earth mair.dear; 
Like fiend that feeds the woes of guilt. 

Still hover'd crimson'd near. 

To stubborn turn his bleeding heart, 

Against his grief be try'd; 
But ah, some phantom followM still, 

And every wish deny'd. 

Still, still the soul urged darkly, turn'd, 
Where darkest deeds were wrought, 

Till searing agony burn'd his brain, 
And dry\l the stream of thought. 

Dire was his weirdy— distraction came, 

Hisr foot of flight was stay'd, 
And vacant purpose aimless stood, 

Or wikleriug trode the glade. 

When lo! as if by vengeance dropt, 

From where his eyry hung; 
Forth from the brake on soundless steps, 

Four Indians on him sprung. 

They stretchM him 'twixt their bauds of death, 

They whoop*d a signal grim; 
Then with a wrench of uughty str eng th, 

They rent him hash from hmb ! 
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WingM on a shriek bis spirit fled, — 
Blood-oozing vitals lay ;— 

A yell of triumph waked the woods, 
Fiends laugh 'd and burst away.* 



ADDRESS TO LOUDON HILL. 

Cauld's thy looks, O Loudon Hill, 
Cauld's the clouds that round thee swell, 
Cauld's the mists that now distill 
Upon thy vegetation. 

Time-worn; craggy are thy rocks, 
Hoary grey thy beaten locks, 
Long thou*8t stood the stormy shocks 
That sweep this billy nation. 

Frae thy summit fragments row, 
Rudely to thy base below, 
Where to fancy's eye they show 
Lone ruin's habitation. 

Down thy oozy rocks away, 
Drippling springs romantic play ; 
In thy wood, the foxes prey, 

Frae human observation. 

* Both the catastrophes of this tale, however fabulous 
they may appear, are nevertheless, (as far as I can learn,) 
real facts, that happened only a few years since. 

f2 
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High thy verdant top o'erlooks, 
Distant plains and distant brooks ; 
And sweet Irvine's winding crooks, 
In gentle graduation. 

'Neath thy view the valley fa's, 
Whar for wranged rights and laws, 
Britons fought wi' righteous cause, 
'Gainst wicked arbitration. 

'Neath their glitt'ring falchion laid, 
There thou'st seen the miscreants bleed, 
Whilst their Clavers foaming fled, 
Breathing execrations. 

Near thee too the cairn appears, 
Speaking deeds of other years, 
That the breast of Scotia rears, 

Wi' mony a dear sensation. 

Here thou'st seen the valiant host, 
Resolv'd to conquer or be lost, 
Headed by our country's boast, 

The saviour of our nation. 

Here bis glaive and clanging shield, 
Loudly echoed o'er the field, 
To thy wild-fowl's rocky beild, 

That mark'd his fearful station. 

Round him throng'd the usurping train, 
Fierce they fought, and fought again. 
Till in heaps low lay the slain, 
In clotted expiration. 
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Dauntless through the gory tide, 
Here thou'st seen him godlike stride, 
While terror seized the hostile side, 
His followers, admiration. 

Dear his kindred's blood they bought, 
Here revenge for it he sought, 
Here for it he nobly fought, 

Mid groaning desolation. 

Awful feats his arm did show, 
Death attended every blow; 
Frighted turn'd bis every foe, 

And fled, but hesitation. 

Then the fiery fray did close, 
Then the songs of victory rose, 
While thy echoes murmurM those, 
In mingled exultation. 

Such thy scenes, O Loudon Hill, 
Such thou hold'st to memory still, 
Scenes that do each bosom fill, 

With gladness and vexation. 



THE INDIGNANT LOVER. 

Silent sable o'er the welkin, 
Held sublime its solemn sway ; 

Labour too, deep seal'd in silken 
Slumbers, freed from sorrows lay. 
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When upon his restless pillow, 

Lay a love-indignant swain ; 
Deep he sighing breath'd, then hollow, 

Thus began to rent his main. 

" Midnight calm reigns o'er my dwelling, 
Sweetly sighs the westlin blast ; 

Bat my bosom, stormy swelling, 
Broods o'er wrongs and canna rest. 

" Wrongs in magnitude disclosing, 
Every time the mind can view; 

Days when love and smiles composing, 
Lull'd my breast with joys untrue. 

" Could I then thought lovely woman, 
Blush'd and smil'd, and falsehoods hid ; 

Could I then thought ought in human 
Form, wad used me as she did. 

" Then I might have had suspected, 
'Scap'd the ills I now maun dree ; 

Might her heart's intent detected, 
By her dark dissembling e'e. 

" But alas ! when love so strongly 
Blinds perception's brightest powers; 

Will aught warn the heart when wrongly, 
Hastening where destruction pours? 

" No, nought will stop its mad careering, 
Not though o'er the vaulted sky, 

Writ in flame, its doom were 'pearing, 
Wad it think the ruin nigh. 
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" Nought can rouse its deepen'd slumber, 

From her vow'd decoying bliss ; 
Not even heaven's tremendous thunder, 

When she seals it with a kiss. 

" But with mild celestial breathings, 

Sweet's Eolian numbers wild, 
Dress'd with love's luxuriant wreathings, 

Heaven itself might be beguil'd. 

" Think their smiles, their loves, and sighing, 
Changeful cheek and timid glance; 

On your 'raptured bosom lying, 
But prepare deep woe's advance. 

" Better dwell 'neath rock-roof d fissures, 
'Mongst silent woods, and rillet's flow, 

Than taste woman's baneful pleasures, 
* Think them false — I've found them so. 
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RETIREMENT. 

Hail ye dear sacred haunts, far from tumult exil'd, 
No voice save your votary's your echoes annoy : 
Ye hoary clifts rising midst hazel-copse wild, 
Where av'rice your grandeur ne'er dar'd to 
destroy. 
Welcome your nod by the eve or the morning, 
When Luna or Phoebus the vale is adorning, 
Where secure from the taunts of the vain and the 
scorning, 
The soul rests in peace, save from visions of joy. 
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And welcome ye. bowers, whether o'er the steep 
beading, 

Or shading thefloweret-hungcourseof the stream, 
Where fancy may freak 'neath your shadows unend- 
ing; 

And lone melancholy sad brood o'er her theme. 
O sweetly your breathing, my bosom's affording 
A spirit benign, with its spirit according, 
Far dearer than richest domains of a lordling, 

Which lend but the faint fleeting joys of a dream 

Here still let me wander when nature's retiring, 

In silent advances to shades of repose ; 
And rouse sleepy memory to visions inspiring, 
When youth's blissful days in serenity rose ; 
When balmy peace haunted the path of my roam- 

ings, 
By the dawn of the morning, or dusk of the gloam- 
ings, 
Ere the breeze heard the deep laden'd sigh of my 
moaning8, 
Or care's rankling seat broke my bosom's repose. 

When calm I would ponder on fair virtue's smiling, 
And the heavenly excitements to follow her plan; 
Till nature seem'd changed, and from earth was 
recoiling, 
The Elysian sensations so smooth gliding ran. 
When still I would steal to your shadows, ye bowers, 
And squander in rapture the bliss-giving hours, 
Or mark lone reclining midst balm-shedding flowers, 
The sweetness of nature contrasted with man. 

i 

O sweetest retirement, if ever were given 
To mortals, the gift of the future to know ; 
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'Twas midst thy recesses, peluced from heaven, 
Fate's dreadful designs on their vision would glow. 

Yet dearest nymph welcome, from whom life can 
borrow 

A soft- stealing charm to its bosom of sorrow, 

A joy-giving hope, for to light its. to-morrow, 
Thro* wild 'ring donbtings of darkness and wo. 



THE WOOD NYMPHS' HYMN ON THE 
DEATH OF BURNS. 

Whase sangs in Scotland aye will be rever'd 
While slow gaun owsen turn the flowery swaird, 
While bonnie lammies lick the dews o* spring, 
While gaudsmen whistle, or while lav'rocks sing. 

B. Ferguson, 

As pale Autumn's star o'er the welkin had wander'd, 

When pensive I mus'd on the changes of man ; 
By the skirts of a wood where a pure stream 

rneander'd, 
While nature was sweet as when nature began. 

Swoln from the leaves I heard, 

Nymphs for our dearest bard, 
Grieve in a song that thus wildly did pour, — 

" Scotia from every hill, 

Pour out thy deepest wail, — 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Dark in the shades of deep silence he's resting, 
Slumber eternal doth mantle bis eye; 

Far from the scoffs of a world ever pesting, 
Great lives his soul in the mansions on high; 
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Loud as the thunder car, 

Far as the evening star, 
Breathe out to nations the loss we deplore, 

Grief every bosom swell, 

Sound long the deep'ning wail, — 
For Barns the dear bard of oar island's no more. 

Weep, O ye maids, swell the dark stream of sorrow, 

Dim be the eye of your beauty displayed; 
Lone of the lily each rosy cheek borrow,— 
A tribute as due to his dear friendly shade. 

Flowers o'er his ashes strew, 

Wreaths of the mournful yew, 
Twine with a bandage of silk sadden'd o'er, 

Dark as the raven's wing, 

Drooping in sorrow's hing, — 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Still now the lyre that in song melting measures, 

Sweet as the silence of nature's repose, 
Sung all your charms from inspir'd ample treasures, 
For beauty's perfections were his to disclose; 

Pure as the opening soul, 

Strong as the ocean's roll, 
Rush'd forth his numbers and gain'd every core; 

Now with the sweeping gale, 

Fled is the joyous tale, — 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Wide from thy disk, O resounding creation, 
Murmur thy accents of wo to the sky; 

Stars from your limpid cerulian station, 

Shoot forth your tears from a deep delng'd eye; 
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Glare they in airy plain, 

Thick as the dewy rain, 
Livid's the light'ning preceding its roar; 

Bursting in sorrow's plaint, 

Warning some dire event, — 
For Burns the dear bard of oar island's no more. 

Bend low ye woods, from the brow of the mountain, 
Shake your dark arms in the wild troubled air; 
Doleful ye oaks, from your rocks by the fountain, 
Deign in our soul-waking wailings to share; 

Foam every wavy stream, 

Sigh in the lunar beam, 
As nightly its balm to the world doth restore, 

Sleep to the toil opprest, 

Peace to the troubled breast, — 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Shades of his roamings, (memorials blooming,) 

Wrapt in the soul of his symphony's swell ; 
Where shone his light like an angel's illuming, 
Where if on earth yet his spirit would dwell ; 

Wooing the lonely shade, 

God of the serenade, 
Or wing'd in the tempest, your wildness explore ; 

Send ye the hollow main, 

Weep o'er the mournful theme, 
Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Ayr, neath thy shades winding lone to the ocean, 
Creative of wo be thy murmurs along ; 

Sad join thy bowers in the solemn devotion, 
Nect'rine thy woodbines weep incense among ; 

o 
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Dan be thy umbrage seen, 

Wove with the ivy green, 
Dreep o'er thy rocks rising ragged and hoar; 

While they the requiem meet, 

Thro' all thy woods repeat, — 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

Doon, with thy rillets romantic disporting, 
Blow for a season thy grandeur in vain ; 
Oft be thy sighs from thy woodlands retorting, 
Coila be sick, the dear nymph of thy train; 

Wan be her mantle's glow, 

Thrice may her holly bough 
Part with its leaves in the wind's hollow roar ; 

Mute be thy little birds, 

Low deep thy grazing herds,— 
For Burns the dear bard of our island's no more. 

And thou lovely Nith, with thy landscapes endearing, 

Let wo's doubled torrent bedim thy array; 
Thy swains, nymphs, and maidens, in life's gay 

careering, 
Thy young vent'rous bards pouring silken the lay; 

Weep o'er thy noble dead, 

Hallow bis lowly bed, 
With incense supernal for ever to soar, 

Close soft the anthem then, 

Breathing amen, amen,— 
And great live the soul of our bard now no more. 
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ULLA MORE AND FAIR ELLEN. 

" Come down, fair Ellen, fair Ellen, 
Come down to thy lore, Ulla More, 
Who has come in this plight 
'Neath the tempest of night, 
To waft thee his bride from the shore. 
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" I come at thy call, 
My Ulla, my all, 
Then haste, oh, let's haste to the shore ; 
For the baron's awake, 
And should he us o'ertake, 
I fear thou would'st fall, Ulla More. 

" For oh, the death-light I have seen, 
Wend slow thro' the dusky Glen-thor; 
And the seer on the heath, 
Mark'd the pale sheet of death, 
And a voice cry'd ' Beware, Ulla More.'" 

" Cease, dearest love Ellen, oh cease, 

To aid us my battle-men lie, 

By their light-bounding skiffs, 
Where Dun-tbora bay lifts, 

Its dark-bosom'd billows on high." 

" But far is that bay, 

And thy menzie away, 
And wild is the path to its shore ; 

And the night-bird it screams, 

And with wo its voice teems, 
Death, death thee awaits, Ulla More." 
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" How dreary's thy bodiug, my love, 
Would Ellen her Ulla unarm ? 
No! tho' birds scream in air, 
And though sheeted ghosts stare, 
They never will Ulla alarm.' 
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" Then fly, my love Ulla, oh fly, 
See he comes like a blast of the hill : 

Yes, he comes, and his eye 

Is the meteor of death, 
To wither, to blast, and to kill. 

" Oh, Ulla, in vain, 

We fly to thy train, 
Death glares on his harness before; 

In thy arms I will lie, 

In thy arms I will die, 
And in death we'll be wed, Ulla More." 

As meeting storms meet on the hill — 
As red torrents war on the shore, 

So met on the heath, 

The chieftains of death, 
The baron and young Ulla More. 

" Ho ! yield thee, base traitor, ho, yield, 
Or my brand lights a path to thy soul." 

" No ! never, I'll die, 

Ere I yield, ere I fly, 
Or bend to thy haughty control." 

" Then die as thou ought." 
And oh ! as they fought, 
Fair Ellen rush'd frantic before, 



71 



And the deadly brand flew 
Her fair body thro', 
And she fell with her love Ulla More. 

Now lowly fair Ellen lies low, 
And low lies the young Ulla More ; 
From the cold bed of death, 
On the dark waving heath, 
Glad morning shall wake them no more. 



g 



NIGHT FANCIES, 

OR A VISION OF PARNASSUS. 

'Twas when beneath the glowing west, 
The bright-eyed day had sank to rest; 
And I frae hard compressing toil, 
Had eas'd my weary limbs awhile; 
Had ta'en of Scotia's frugal fare, 

A due weak nature ill can spare, — 

b make me for repose, 
The balm of human woes; — 
When musing o'er the dying embers, 
Grim night pour'd on me all her slumbers; 
And on a verdant brae, 
Methought I pensive lay, 
'Neath bonny bowers, 
On scented flowers, 
Near to the brink 
Where poets drink, 
Of winding deep Castal'as river, 
And sweetly rove and live forever. 
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'Neath where I sat its surface shone like gold, 
Bright to the sun, most pleasant to behold ; 
Far stretching on, till lost in misty space, 
Its radiant course my wond'ring eyes could trace, 
With all its banks of flowers imprest, 
Upon its smooth and placid breast. 

All round in gayest splendour beam'd, 
And like the famed Elysium seem'd, 
Where souls departed cheerful rove, 
In unity and happy love, — 
But as I gazed on all around, 
A spirit stirring sound 
Of vocal music spread, 
From steep Parnassus' head, — 
Intuitive voices mingling rose, 
Or bung with bliss the sounding close. 
At times my ear the solemn harp did meet, 
And other instrumental music sweet; 
Harmonious rung each distant wood and rock, 
And on the ear reverberating broke 
Cadence and swell, of minstrel homage paid, 
Soothing the soul, and sorrow's sighing shade : 
Bright as of fire Apollo's temple burn'd, 
As wild my rolling eyes I upward turn'd; 
Outside its walls the muses stood in sight, 
In flowing robes of lustrous white, 
Embroider'd all, each massy fold 
With gems on threads of braided gold; 
Nine crowns superb with brilliants shone, 
Like cluster'd stars their heads upon ; 
Nine instruments their hands did bear, 
With golden strings sweet sounding clear; 
A train of bards adorn'd with bays, 
Stood round and sung by turns their praise. 
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First on their right stood dress'd in eastern 
style, 
Might in his look, and beauty in his smile, 
The sire of song, Great Homer, justly named, 
Whom fourteen strong contending cities claim'd. 

Next he to whom a mighty soul was given, 
To sing the power, the will, and wars of heaven, 
In words deep bathed in breathing thoughts sub- 
lime, 
Outliving earth and growing into time ; 
In living radiance graced the throng, 
Bright as the boundless beauties of his song. 

The solemn voice of Cona, too, was there, 
In all his silvery- waving locks of hair; 
A wreath of flowery heath adorn'd his brow; 
His harp, sweet, mellow, sounded low. 

Next he of Avon, sportive, wild, 
Creative bard, and nature's child ; 
Britannia's glory and her son, 
Possessing still her favours won, — 
A mirror large intent he view'd, 
With wond'rous pow'r and truth indued ; 
Giving in reflective light, 
The passions rising in their might — 
The mazy windings of the mind, 
The latent purpose dark design 'd, — 
The revolutions of the soul, 
The lights and shades that o'er it roll, — 
The inward struggles weak or vast, 
The pondering of the villian's breast, — 
Each chequer'd scene of human life, 
In flowering- peace or vengeful strife. 

Next Thomson mild, the darling boast 
Of Scotia, stood among the host; 
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A brilliant robe be manly wore, 

That all the Season's beauties bore ; 

The blushing roses blawn, 

The verdant spreading lawn, 

The dark green woods. 

The tepid floods, 

The grazing flocks, 

The fern-clad rocks; 

In shaded colours bold 

I easy could behold. 

Next Ramsay stood in high regard ; 
Old Scotia's son and sprightly bard; 
A pipe was his that toucb'd the heart, 
Smooth, simple, sweet, devoid of art; 
That vocal made, or hill, or glade, 
Gift of Thalia, smiling maid. 

Next Ferguson, in youthful bloom, 
Whom cruel death's untimely doom 
Ignoble hurried from this earth away, 
When scarce his morning mist bad left the day ; 
My heart within me pitying swell'd forsooth, 
As fond I viewed the graceful vivid youth ; 
My tears o'erflow'd their secret channels deep, 
For sad remembrance taught my soul to weep ; 
Around his head, mild, wet with dew, 
Were half-blown roses mixt with yew, 
To grace his brow forever hung, 
And zephyrs murmur'd them among. 

Next Burns I well could spy, 
With pensive looking eye, 
Dark rolling slow, 
Its arch below, 
As deep he stood 
In rousing mood, 
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In robes of light array'd, 
Of morning sky- woof made; 
His hair of jet on either side 
Sheen spread adown his shoulders wide, 
From 'neath a crown of various flowers, 
Of such as strew'd his native bowers; 
His sentimental traits I well could trace. 
And all the poet pictured in bis face. 

Next silent, musive, bashful TannahiH, 
Meek as the flower that scents the dewy dell % 
Still diffident as when Gleniffer braes, 
In rapture echoed to his dulcet lays. 

Great numbers known, and unknown too, I spy'd 

In honorary stations on each side ; 

My soul in secret wish'd a place among 

The happy elevated sons of eong; 

When vocal sweet, a female voice, 

In wianing accents bade me rise; 

Her gentle wish I instantly obey'd, 

And trembling ros<?, when thus she to me said:— 

" Youth of the simple song and rustic lay, 
Unstable, ardent, right or wrong, 
And undirected, borne along, 
Beware the hopes that gild life's glowing day — 
Unto our sacred dictates all confide — 

Let not thy steps unheeded from them stray, 
But let them be thy youthful passions 4 guide 
To truth, and bumble virtue's path alway. 

" Let not thy soaring fancy e'er aspire 
Beyond the limits of thy sky, 
Nor wish a place of honour high, 

Amongst our favourite celebrated choir; 
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None but the chosen, youthful sonneteer, 
Whose merits bright poetic wreaths have won, 

Shall ever on Parnassus' mount appear, 
To grace Apollo's high magnific throne. 

" But let not hope desponding leave thy breast — 

Thou'rt young, and may'st yet rank among 

A choir of lesser sons of song, 
On Helicon, poetically blest; 
There mellow music, love and rapture reign, 

There streams soft murmuring thro' the valleys 
stray; 
There flowers adorn the low green lying plain, 

There hours unnotic'd sweetly wing away. 

" Do thou still sing unfeign'd thy native lays, 
Nor heed, nor bate an envious foe, — 
Nae gift that's mean we do bestow, 

Nor on a wight unworthy of our praise. 

The wild romantic scenes of nature sing, 
Their beauties strong will strike thy raptur'd 
eye; 

The little birds that flit on wanton wing, 
May fill thy breast with true poetic joy," 

Thus calmly said, a sudden glory grew, 
And all of beauty, form, and face, 
My ravish'd soul had loved to trace, 

Veil'd in its bosom vanish'd from my view. 

I wak'd to darkness, and the dead of night, 
My dewy eyes to every object blind ; 

Yet all the loved, the splendid scene despite, 
Glow'd like a landscape living on the mind. 
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EPISTLE TO A. T. GALSTON. 

I've sent the sang, ye baverel fool, 
To lilt as thro' ye drive the spool, 
Gin ye dar bang your daddie's tmool, > 

For sic wild wordies; ~ 
And aiblins eke a cutty stool, 

Out owre your hardies. 

For trouth 'tis na owre eitb to bear it, 

Vile ribaldry wi' leer mislearit, 

When ance auld age douffs down the spirit 

To sober aim ; 
They canna tbole't, they downa hear it, 

'Tis na for them. 

Nor will it fit the smirkies meek, 
Wi' bonny rosie lip and cheek, 
And wylly winning ringlets sleek, 

Adown their brow; 
Sae dinna gar them blush and steek 

Their een and grue. 

'Tis far frae right, or oughjlins fair, 
To jarr their lugs wi' ugsome ware, 
We dinna ken how hard, how sair, 

It is for lasses; 
Wi' modesty a dainty skajr, 

To thole our splashes. 

Your ain fire-en' sae dinna try wi't, 

To gar your Meg you glunch right dry at, 
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Or for your scawp in wrath let fly at, 

Wi* tangs or poker ; 
Aye try to please, 'tis beet — but sly wi't, 

My swankie joker. 

But what sairs a' this rhyme about it, 
Ye ken yoursel' whar ye should tout it, 
And tell how Johnny's breeks were cloutit 

By Jeanie Grey, 
Sae something else, here let me pout at, 

Or grave or gay. 

Weel, — saff me, man 1 they tell me that, 
Shortsyne ye took a chirlin fit, 
And frae your winsome* Peggie set, 

But fear or dread ; 
And took some howff that was to let, 

'Bout Gosbrae-head. 

Whar as I'm tauld ye've been fu' throng, 
Amang the muir fock teaching sang, - 
And poachin' peasweeps whyles bemang, 

Owre hagg or hill, 
Whar Irvine todlin rins alang,] 

A wee bit rill. 

Now, if 'twas sae, how cam ye on, — 
The callants a' bow did they con, 
The clift, the stave, the semitone, 

An' fifths an' thirds, 
And ither crankums, set and shown, 

'Mang fa la words? 



i 



79 

And eke did a' the lasses skjrl, «~" 
The treble to your learned wiTT? 
And didna Dane a wee thocht fill 

Your Peggy's stead, — 
Ye aiblins too might try your skill' 

F the wooing trade ? 

For lasses, trouth, are witching gear, 
And's kittle saying when they're near, 
How lang ane's heart will hale and fier, 

Get leave to play; 
Ae gliffy brings a dart severe, 

Whilk breeds us wae. 

I ance was wi* them near-han' nickit, 
Sae sair their glamour had me trickit, 
But grandame Reason thro' a wicket 

Coost me a wink, 
Whilk set me right, (the jades belickit,) 

Just in a blink. 

And now ye see my dearest jo, 
Is just the muse's hamert glow, 
Bedown some burnie's wooded ho we, 

O'erhung wi* craigs, 
Whar Fancy streeks her wings below, 

And wild stravaigs. 

/ 

For O I 'tis sweet by morn or eve, 
Her rapturous touches to receive, 
Whase efficacy's, wi* your leave, 

I needna tell; 
l8e warn wi' her ye've ta'en a scrieve, 
* 'Bout Loudon Hill. 

H 
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There the bonny heath'ry fairy nooks, 
The grey moss stanes, the craggy rocks, 
The wildly bleatin' scattered flocks, 

Oat owre the hill, 
May stan' as samples o' her stocks, 

Whilk pleases still. 

And eke the scene whar Wallace bled, 
Or rather, whar he glorious led 
His stalwart bearers of the blade, 

To deeds of fame ; 
Still glintin' thro* Time's murky shade, 

Wi' brighter flame. 

A' whilk ye'd see, and as ye ought, 
Wad reverend nurse the sacred thought, 
That forebears there for freedom fought, 

Wi' doughty dird; 
And for the sake of what they sought, 

Lie cauld in yird. 

There, wba'st that wadna drap a tear, 
At least, wha wadna haud it dear, 
And sympathetic feelings rear, 

Or heave a mane; 
The very bit whar Scotia's weir, 

Dyed deep the plain. 

Whilk till sbortsyne might aye be seen, 
As tbofFt had consecrated been, 
To draw the wand'ring patriot's een, 

As by't he came ; 
A lonely spot o' verdure green, 

Outvied by nane. 
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Bat waes my heart 'tis no green now, 
Some ruthless farmer wi' a plough, 
Has ta'en and riven't thro' and thro', 

By avarice prest, 
The bonnie bit whar wild flowers grew, 

Upo' their breast. 

O man ! bnt time's an unco thing, 
What uncouth changes does it bring, 
It sees us laugh, it sees us sing, 

Our joy, our pain; 
And trouth this pen, it sees me fling, 

And quat my strain. 



EPISTLE TO J- W., GALSTON. 

'Twas near the hour of Somnus' keepin', 
! Whan weary wights drap owre a sleep in ; 

A lassie lightly fittit creepin, 
_ Staw up our stair; 

Syne jee't the uoor, and benjins peepin', 
Speer't was I there. 

But trouth sae dowff and daiz'd wi' thinkin', 
Just hauflins leukin', and hauflins winkin', 
Out owre the embers' wee lowe blinkin', 
v^ Wi' an trin sten; 

I scarce had power to bid fne dink thing, 
Discreetly ben. 
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When frae her pouch, wi' curtsy bonny, 
The rosie, winsome, smirkin' hinny, 
Laid in my loof your letter canny, 

Wi' cheeks in glow ; 
For be it kent, (tho' no to mony,) 

She'd been my jo, 

A letter I faith, an' 'tis a right ane;~ 

Gin bouk be merit, 'tis a bright ane, 

Wi' gumphtion in't, (wha kens,) to fright ane, 

Or crack the scaup, 
Thought I, and to the crusie lightin', 

Began fu' yaup. 

Syne till't wi' anxious thumbs and fingers, 

The seal I pick'd bedeen in flinders, 

And strew'd them 'mang the ause-holc shiners, 

Wi' wanton feezie; 
On stappin stanes wha stan s and lingers, 
-"" Thinks I, turns dizzie. 

Next 8 with its binks and faulds I straughtit, 
But may I as a gowk be laugh'd at, r ~ 
Or on a hurdle dire be draught it, 

To shame and ruin ; 
If't didna stun me mair than aught yet, 

E'er met my viewin'. 

Hale fire-and-twenty verses, saffus ! 
Frae youduh cheild o' auld Parnassus, 
'Tmight weel gar ane wi' se'enteen hauses, 

Skirl lockentee ; 
Then judge when Biccan ferlies flashes 

On ane like me. 
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Yet sprush was I o't, sooth to tell ye, 
And feasted fain ©n't a' gude- willy, 
As cadgie as a month- au Id filly, 

Or lamb 1 trow; 
Till strange! it rumbl'd in my belly, 

An* bitter grew. 

And what cam in my head to trojy it, 

That pbraize o' flattery sugh'd out thro' it, ' 

And get it oat again and view it, 

I canna guess ; 
But fegs, I ken a clawmihewit 

I'd heedit less. 

For just as leive wad I be spauPd, 
As think it by what Sterrah tauld, 
That my bit dowie musie cauld, 

Wi' cheepin' lyre; 
Will e'er like Burns' or Ramsay's bauld, 

Lilt words o' fire. 

Na, sooner will ilk cairn or bouraok, 
Or moudiewort's wee sandie tourapk, 
Be torn'd a steeple wi' an hour-tHock, 

Sae fair to see ; 
Or bracken leaf a glossy sourock, * 

Ere that will be. ** 

And sooner too will cavern'd cell, 
A palace turn by wizard's spell, 
Ere sic profane, presumptions tell, 

My breast's unmanin'; 
Or wheeze me to unken myself 

Or breaHth I stan' on. 
h2 
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Bat tell me, Jock, (for thou'rt a birkie,) 
Was this a s ploit o' thine to whick me, 
Or was't thy iVlusie, (gien to tricks tae, 

When on excursion,) 
To see if my ain wand wad lick me, 

For thy diversion. 

For she wi' sober face may roose ane, 
Yet in her sleeve langh and abase ane ; 
Bat wha whiles equity per us in', 

Wi* sicker guage ; 
Wad stapt sae wide aside as thou'st done, 

On lofty page. 

For O, wi' Barns, great prince o' sang, 
Wba'll tout mild freedom's trumpet twang; 
Wha in the lists can bide his bang, 

Let be subdue him ; 
Or touch the chord, sae saft, sae Strang, 

Of every bosom ? 

And wha on raptur'd fancy's wing, 
Sae hie can soar, sae sweet can sing, 
Wha lift his harp o' magic string, 

Sae lowly lain ; 
By Nith that heard its latest ring? 

Oh, nane ! oh, nane ! 

And wha like Ramsay paint the scene, 
The rural cot, the rural green, 
Or bonny burnie wimplin' sheen, 

Bedown the braes ; 
Wliar lasses wont to dance, I ween, 

To shepherd lays ? 
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And wha like bim, by every freik, 
Can cheer the dowie smileless cheek, 
That darkening thoughts o' life bespeak, 

And inward pain; 
And every feature mirth fa theek ? 

Oh, nane ! oh, nane ! 

But waes me now, the tunefu' tongue, 
Wi* whilk tbae twa sae aften sung, 
Lies cauld amang the moo) 8 unstrung, 

To sing nae mair, 
Or light the shadows dark o'erhung, 

This scene o' care. 

Sae rest their sauls, the bardies dear, 
Nae mair they'll fecht this warld's wier; 
Nae mair wi* burstin' bosoms bear, • ^ 

Its wayward ills, 
That fate enow for us I fear, 

Unpitying swells. 

The present's goustrous wi' its bodin', 
The future nane dare look abroad in, 
Tartarian monsters rave the road in, 

Wi* angry growl ; 
And eke the wacht o' life's big loading 

At every howl. 

And wha already eith can bear it, 
Fu' mony a ane can scrim ply steer it; 
For me, my joints are douff and weary' t 

Wi* what I hae, 
And whiles I'm like to gang deleerit, 

If mair I see. 
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My Musie then, puir thing, will yaumer, 
Nor rest in kitchen, ba', nor chaumer, 
But lauely by some burnie wanner, 

Wi* wilesome e'e; **"* 
And musive 'boat auld joys will manner, 

'Twill never see. 

And oh ! 'twad make thy bosom sair, 

To see it rive its bonny hair, 

And wail and weep a warld o' care, — 

I mannna mint ; 
Sae here accept its love sincere, 

My blessing's in't. 



STANZAS 

TO THE SAME. 

Oh, what must feel the youthful poet's soul 

Whom Nature nurs'd in shade and veriest gloom ; 

What hopes and fears must strong alternate roll, 
To lift to heaven, or sink him to the tomb: 
When unexpected fortune's smiles illume, 

The future pennon of his fame unfurled ; 

When kindred worth exalts the sacred bloom 

That rose from ashes, and wild ruins hurled, 

To light, with words of fire, the wideastonisb'd world. 

And what the hour of raptured joy, unknown 
Save to the breast of Nature's glowing bard ; 

When burst his numbers prison'd long and lone, 
Dissolving hearts and winning dear reward; 
When harp that murmur'd to the wilds unheard, 
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Where wood and rock alone its echoes rung, 

Awakes to voice a nation's warm regard, 
And draws the treasur'd sweets from Beauty's tongue. 
And such the harp that thou and Coila's bard have 
strung. 

O, let it ne'er again in silence hing, 

Its sainted warblings ne'er again be lone ! 
With magic fingers fired, O, strike the string/ 

And draw from shade the hours long lost and gone! 

Awake again the joys for ever flown 
On Time's dark wing, to where sweet Memory dwells 

Alone, pensive as monumental stone ; 
Retracing still, in far sequester'd cells, 
The images of life that joy, or wo, or pity swells. 

Tell what they were, when youth's blest morning 
smii'd, 

Taintless and pure as summer's cloudless heaven; 
Ere Hope, well formed, her airy prospects wild, 

Or Disappointment's woes the heart had riven : 

Ere rising meditative lore had given 
To reason power to mark life's dark alloy ; 

When every step was aimless, onward driven 
Where frolick'd sunny Bliss without annoy, 
Sipping, the long, long day, the sweets of every joy. 

Sing, too, of scenes remembered dear, where first 
The soul felt soft enjoyment's genial glow ; 

Where Admiration, young, its prison burst, 

And lingered fond, yet deem'd not why 'twas so : 
Where fond Remembrance ever loves to go, 

By Retrospection's fairy footsteps led ; 

Rests on some bank, some shady tree below, • 
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Sees every flower that sweet its fragrance shed, — 
Hears maiden's glee afar, and minstrel's music spread. 

Yes, sing of these, thy native haunts and mine, 

For sweet to bosom lone and far away, 
The tender melody of song like thine, 

Chanting each scene where op'd life's guileless day. 

Life lives again as flows the joyous lay 
The mazy past, where smiling all would seem, 

Rock, wood, and stream, and tower, and turret 
grey, 
Or ivy-clad, again in beauty beam ; 
Then wake, O wake thy harp, 'tis sweet of bliss to 
dream. 



A DREAM. 

I dream'd I lay on a bonny bank, 

Amang the wild flowers springing; 
And I saw the lambkin's merry dance, 

And I heard the wild birds singing. 

And a burnie ran by the bonny bank, *- J 

Between it and a mountain; ' 

And the blue skies leaned o'er its rocky tap, 
And dimpled in the fountain. 

And sae saft and sweet a' round was there, 

It seemed like the bame o' pleasure ; 
And I filled the cup o' joy to the brim, 

And drank its blissful measure. 
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For ob, she was there, my ain true lave, 
In the sweetness o' beauty and feeling, 

Like a sunbeam sweet, in a garden fair, 
The dewy fragrance stealing. 

And the music that brake frae her twa red lips, 

Sae dulcet was and winning; 
It came o'er my soul, like a stream o' bliss, 

The joys o' a saint beginning. 

And we gaed in the bonny glens o* love, 
Where the honey-suckles flowering, 

Lean'd frae the birk tree's leafy breast, 
Their clustered sweets embow'ring. 

And the jessamine there, and the winnet tree, 
And the eglantines united ; "^ 

And a floating soul of their incense made, 
To breathe when a young heart plighted. 

And, like Love on the breast of Melody, 

His rosy realms subduing, 
It o'er us hung in a fragrant cloud, 

Every sense of bliss renewing. 

And we felt, oh, what nae earthly tongue, 

Though willing, could reveal it! 
'Twill be a tale, when the spirit is hence, 

And till then, it will conceal it. 

Yet think not thence 'twas a vision false, 

Like the mock'ries of mortality, 
When a phantom is throned on the feverish brain, 

To image forth reality. 
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No, the valley, the stream, and beatified bowers, 
With the gems of their loveliness beaming ; 

In some region of peace, yet ira bosom 'd remain, 
As true as they kyth'd in my dreaming. 

For my spirit was there in a newness of life, 

Existent in sense and in seeing; 
And the sweetness of heaven ne'er in mock'ry was 
given, 

Belying the source of its being. 



STANZAS 



TO THE HANDKERCHIEF WITH WHICH JAMES WILSON GAVE 
HIS SIGNAL IN 1820, WHEN DISPLAYED AS A BANNER IN 1838. 

Thou blood-stain'd relic of the hour 
When Wils*on bow'd his hoary head 

Beneath the fiat of tyrannic power, 
And for his suff 'ring country died ; 
Again thou point'st to us the time 
When truth in principle was crime, — 
When freedom quiver'd like a reed, 
And stood afar, and ey'd with dread 

A mighty wave of dark corruption roll, 

Blighting each germ she'd planted in the soul. 

Thou monitor of darkest deeds, 

Dropp'd from the hand of him, whose fall 

Was requiem'd with a shriek, that rends and bleeds 
The lonely bosom to recall ; 
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Thou fellest, then, denouncing wo, 
And death, and death of hope, and lo ! 
Thou beamest now, uplifted high, 
By thousands hail'd with dewy eye ; 
Melting to pity every tender breast, 
Firing resolve to see our wrongs redrest. 

In solemn weeds thou mov'st along, 
Like guardian spirit from above; 

To fix the wav'ring, to direct the wrong, 
And bless the patriot's growing love. 
Oh, may the woes around thee wreath'd, 
Inspire no deed in darkness sheath'd ! 
May all thy influence bear to claim, 
For Scotland yet, an honourM name; 

When magnanimity and firmness shown 

Shall shade the past, and for its crimes atone. 



A RETROSPECT. 

Beneath the spreading lime tree's shade, 
When life was young, how bless'd was I; 

There festive Mirth around me play'd, 
And blue-eyed Peace stood smiling by. 

And there her charms, Enjoyment threw, 
And all beneath their influence joy'd ; 

The wild bee sipp'd the nect'rine dew, 
Its sweetest lays the linnet ply'd. 
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Adown the barn the swallow Bkimm'd, 
Blythe twittering in the sunny ray; 

The lark far up the blue sky hymn'd, 
And made the day, a holiday. 

The little wren, the mavis mild, 

The redbreast, and the goldspink coy ; 

All Nature's whistling children wild, 
Pour'd there, Their song of genial joy. 

And Love was then, a fairy thing, 
That slept, as 'twere, in Beauty's eye ; 

Or bath'd in harmonies of spring, 
Or golden tints of eastern sky. 

While many a bower that fragrance bless'd, 
And wild flower gem, (not lov'd the less,) 

Breath'd sweet as if some seraph kiss'd 
The bosom of their loveliness. 

Oh, sweet, and lovely early years, 

Delightful days for ever flown ; 
Till life's last foe, my bosom tears 

Your brightness still will brighten on. 

Still will remembrance faithful keep 
The transcript of your placid joys ; 

And oft the dewy soul shall weep, 
As visions retrospective rise. 

Ah ! why, as reason dawns apace, 

To dignify our little span, 
Should clouds and sorrows dark displace 

The bliss that bover'd round till then ? 
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But it may be that He who deigns 

Oar smile of spring and summer's glow, 

May give in love the wo that pains, 
Though mortals seldom think it so. 

Yes, He may give to wean from earth 
The soul's affections, penance dire 

May give to break the chords of mirth, 
The blow that wakes celestial fire. 

If so, let resignation due, 

My tortitr'd feelings all employ ; 

Till hope shall catch the drops of dew 
That fall from Mercys pitying eye. 



DONALD DINGWELL'S SOLILOQUY 

ON THE ISSUE OF A LAW SUIT. 

Och hone a ree, och hone a ree, 
Her nainsel's tam'd for ought she see, 
Her client now maun pay ta fee, 

Tae Lowland loun ; 
Wha dang ta doup out o' ta plea, 

An 9 Tonald down. 

Diel stegh her kyte, gin she'll na thought' 
This mony a tay, that time will brought, 
On wha tamfoundert a' she sought, 

Paith fair and soun', 
An' sneesb'd a joy owre fat she wrought, 
*> An' Tonald down. 
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Plack waefu' weird, she shust beginnin' 
And got a 8 bob she thought she'd wiu in, 
And mak her name through S n rinnin' 

Pring praw tays roun'; 
When pauky, knackit, oilit cunning, 

Gat Tonald down. 

Aye, gat her down, and set a laughin' 
The vera weans in town and clachan, 
Wha tell ta tale, triumphant yaffin, 

Through a f ta Kfwn ; 
Ob, gin she were row'd in a spleuchan, 

Syne Tonald's down.— 

For what's ta life, ta bosom's panting, 
Ta siller, fame, ta honours wanting, 
She shust be now ta but, to taunt on 

To a' around ; 
Whar hunger grips wi' claws o' partan 

At Tonald down. 

Her curse be on ta whale-pone pitch, 
Her maughtless shanks, her giant clutch, 
May Death teep tang her in ta ditch, 

Peyond ta moon ; 
Ere she get baud wi torturing twitch 

O' Tonald down. 

Nae inatf she doubts she'll ride ta gig, 
She now maun mount ta shankies nag, 
Maun strut ta gate wi' poo tl ess leg, 

And plack coat prown ; 
And haud ta face ta deil wad fleg, 

Sin' Tonald's down : 
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Or, whar will she ber nainsel leak, 
Her name's put in tbe sumphish beak, 
Her wha bad houps shortsyne ta bruik, 

Ta Shirra gown ; 
Now tamn, alas ! ber colour's struck, 

An' Tonald's down. 



EPISTLE TO R. M'C. 

If there's a joy of life to pree, 

'Twixt minds, whose soul's pursuits agree, 

Then this intruding scrawl forgie, 

Nor leering taunt it ; 
A rhyming chield, unkend to thee, 

Has humbly sent it. 

'Tis towmonts sax, or may be seven, 
Sin' first! daunert here for weavin', 
An' sin' that time, sae douse and even, 

I've slippit thro'; 
Scarce there's to whom, (save 'bout eleven,) 

I ope my mou\ 

Yet sweet, when social chields thegetber, 
Lay aff their bamely simple blether, 
Then moments dance down but a swither, 

Life's weary brae; 
'Tis a' the heaven beneath the ither, 

We mortals hae. 
i2 
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An honest crony's soothing carol, 
Whyles owre a drapie o' the barrel, 
Is a' that lichts this gloomy warl', 

An' maks it dear ; 
And aiblins a' 'twixt youth and carle, 

Or zealot sear. 

Then why should we a carol want, 

Or why at antrin times a rant, 

To gar us laugh, an' blink, an* maunt, 

In gleesome strife ; 
And why should cronies too be scant — 

The wheels o' life. 

For this mankind, to man were gi'en, 
To help, to soothe, to sweet convene, 
An' lassies in the space between, 

To love and 6tnile; 
Or ease some willart deep chagrin, 

Or ligfit our toil. 

Then wad we mark sic meet design, 
Or wad ilk ane but bear't in min', 
We bairns o' folly yet might shine, 

But envy's flurjbin'; — 
But stop — I doubt I'm aff the line 

I meant to strut in. 

Weel — as if to try what here I've said, 

Wi' twa three mae awa I gaed 

To hae some crack, to clear my head, 

And set me right; 
Out owre a drappie o' the bead, 

Last March-fair night. 
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The night was just as Mirth design'd, 
Oar gabs wi' grog we aften syn'd, 
Oar bellies too wi' pyes we lin'd, 

Nae waur for ane ; — 
The adage, eat and break the wind, 

Should aye bo tain. 

Syne sangs were sung o' rural love, 
? sentiment the mind to move, 
O' bacchanalian's heedless rove, 

Or gothic story 
Fraught wi* deeds the soul approves, 

Or feats o' glory. 

Syne sangs gaed place to laugh an' crack in', 
Opinions tauld, an* friendships makin', 
Till neebour^s ban', a ncebour's takin' 

Wi brither's claim: 
A wee afore the morning's breakin', 

*"~ We stacher'd hame. ^ 

By braid foor-day, wi' dizzy pow, 
Rab hoyit me up, (wha'd haen a row,) 
To taste the air, upon some knowe, 

"" A mang the flocks ; 
Or daun'ring down dark Avon's ho we, 
Aneath its rocks. 

The sun beam'd blythe owre ilka tree; 
The crack gaed on midst laugh an glee, 
'Bout tipsy him, or modest she, 

We'd seen sae hearty ; 
But if ye'd been, quoth Rab, wi' me, 

An' heard M'Cartney. 
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O' sangs, I trow, the verra best, 
And rhymes wi' simple nature drest, 
He sang, an' said, without behest, 

An hour or twa; 
My vera heart lap in my breast, 

They were sae braw. 

Some auctioneer^ queer sing-sang bauble, 

Some concert vot'ress in a hauble, 

A lass wha mourn'd it, grievous trouble, 

To lie her lane; 
He sang wi 9 life, nae weakened wauble 

O' many a ane. *~ 

Wi' fluttering heart, ye needna doubt, 
Of a' that hapt I epeer'd about, 
Till a' the tale, through out and out, 

Wi joy I gat it ; 
Syne swore I'd hae a scribbling bout, 

And tae ye back it. 

But not to flyte, and gie ye pain, 
Or say ye croon your lyre in vain, 
Na — just the tither side I've taen, 

Like birkie Strang, 
To til) I'm o' them unco fain — 

The chields o' sang. 

Sae may ye in the bardie trade, 
By wisdom's clear conceptions led, 
Rise aften frae your lowly bed, 

To sing the ploys 
Of Scotia's sons, on hill, in glade, 

Their loves and joys. 
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Sae may they lang your fancy charm, 
The copse-hang rill, the cultured farm, 
And friendship too, on every arm, 

As sin's a brother's ; 
Till be your bliss, as wishes warm, 

Jacobus Struthers. 



ELEGAIC VERSES. 

Why fitfully bursts the burning tear, 
And lonely the thought of to-morrow ? 

Why lives still the past? — O! memory forbear, 
Thy voice is the wailings of sorrow. 

Why tell'st thou in whispers the eye of the day] 
Is languid, and shorn of its gladness? 

That the flowers of the valley are withered away, 
Or dying, or drooping in sadness? 

Why that joy hath forsaken the path of the brook, 
And the breezes sad o'er it are sighing? 

That she who the form of an angel took, 
Is shrouded and darkly lying? 

That the eye that shone in the love-lit bower, 

With a ray of a heavenly seeming, 
Is silent, and dark as midnight hour, 

When nor star, nor north-light's streaming? 

O memory I thou past- loving essence divine, 
Wer't thus thou wert given to awaken 

The sorrow that broods in this bosom of mine, 
That's sadly, and sighing, and breaking? 
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If not, then relinquish thy sway of ray 

My woes but await thy disclosing; 
Thy power cannot give what her lips could impart — 

Thou can'st not awake her reposing. 

Ah no ! — in the silence of death's dewy sleep, 

The light of her love is beamless, 
And her slumber is soundless, unbroken, and deep, 

And her long, long night is dreamless. 

And the heart that loved to beat and to grieve, 

In a holy and tender feeling, 
And the voice that was sweet as the whisper of eve, 

Are still as the voice of her dwelling. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF VELVETDEER. 

By Velvetdeer, there is a soul 

That speaks of many a day gone by; 

That makes a thousand memories roll, 
And brings the tear from either eye ; 

A feeling that is felt and fed, 

Where life's young hopes are buried, 
Or loved ones, silent lie; 

A mournful ecstasy of bliss, 

That tongue can't tell, nor words express. 

By Velvetdeer, when summer spread 

His flowery bosom to the sun ; 
And all his bliss of fragrance shed, 

Adown its glades I often run, 
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Light as an airy elf upborne, 

To hail the dewy nymphs of morn, 

In robes from night they won ; 
And breath'd, unknowing that I did, 
The very sweets that Eden had. 
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By Velvetdeer, the rosy hour 

Of golden rapture first I knew; 
The blessedness, the heavenly dower 
That brighten still their lovely hue, 
Tbo' Ruin rear his haggard mien, 
And shade, and sorrow cloud the scene, 

As on I wander thro' 
This weary pilgrimage of pain, 
That crimes, and follies blight and stain. 

By Velvetdeer, my spirit wed 

With Nature's lonely sympathies, 
And since, where'er her smile lay hid, 

Or breath'd her silent witcheries, 
I've wooed with true devotedness. 
Till rose in dreams of fairy bliss, 

All that in beauty lies, 
Melting the soul to peace and love, 
And hope, that soars to dwell above. 

By Velvetdeer, there ever glows, 

(Even in its name,) a charm serene, 
Spreading its bosom to my woes, 

In telling all the past hath been ; 
'Tis sweet as thoughts of sacred home, 
When far on distant paths we roam, 

Or land to seamen seen ; 
And tho' it on our griefs may hold, 
It gives the bliss, their being told. 




102 

By Velvetdeer, my mother sat, 

Upon a calm and holy eve; 
And oft my glowing cheek she wet, 

And I unconscious, learned to grieve, 
And wept as tho' my grief were true, 
Yet nor regret, nor grief, I knew 

My bosom then to heave; 
And still her words thro' memory chime, 
Out-living all the wreck of time. 

By Velvetdeer, oh ! then did sweep 

The vision of her fate, (like wave 
That roll 8 destruction on the deep, 
To desolate the hope we have,) 
Then gave unto her sorrowing view, 
That soon the chill of death would dew, 

Her bosom in the grave ; 
For from that soft and dewy hour, 
She never traced that woodland more. 

By Velvetdeer, of many a dye, 

The faded recollections sleep, 
Like hallowed melodies of joy 

Oblivion hath, yet cannot keep ; 
Like beams that cross the dawn of thought 
Ungather'd, nor to ripeness brought, 

Till darkness dim them deep ; 
They are, and yet, I know them not, — 
They seem to live, yet are forgot. 

Oh ! Velvetdeer, though far away, 
Still turns to thee my beating heart; 

In dreams, I see thee green and gay, 
Tho* many miles from thee apart; 
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I hear thy echoes whis'pring words — 
The blissful poetry of birds; 

And lovely as thou wert, 
Thy every gem I see, and prize 
Like stars that o'er the night arise. 



ON THE DEATH OF A. J. HAMILTON, 
ESQ. OF DALZELL. 

No light of the evening had shone, 

For a darkness had burden'd the sky; 
And the voice of the rookery had faded and gone, 

That hung in the forest hard by: 
When wing'd on the silence there came 

A sound so prophetic and dread; 
The spirit shrunk chill'd in its quivering frame, 

For it seem'd as a groan from the dead, — 
'Twas a breathing that sorrow had rung from the 

core, 
Ere the soul gave to utterance, " Dalzell is no more." 

I stood 'neath the shade of an oak, 

And the hymn of the sorrowful heard 
Thus rise to the echoes of woodland and rock, 

As it flowed from the lips of the bard, — 
" I will hymn to the soul of the just, 

I will weep tho* his spirit's above, 
For the tears that are shed o'er his mould'ring 
dust, 

May draw down the dew of his love, 
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To water the mercy that glow* mi his name, 
And the wreathe tint bis country shall weave to his 
fame* 

" O! why did the goodness be bore 
To mortals, so shadow his bliss? 
Why eurb'd was the hand that woold give, and give 
more, 
As the objects arose of distress? 
Bnt in mercy, perhaps 'twas ordain'd 

That his mission, with little was given ; 
That the spirit the foulness of earth might hare 
stain'd, 
Was taken in beauty to heaven ; 
While grieving and wretched, ah ! many are lone, 
For the feelings that bless'd them, too, with him are 
gone. 

" There is sorrow that shadows the soul, 

That lights when it looks in the tomb; 
And I stood where is fixed immortality's goal, 

But the shadows fell darker in gloom; 
For the flowerings of hope were there 

All scattered and withering around ; 
And the silence that leans on the arm of despair, 

And opens its festering wound ; 
And the image that look'd from its chamber of clay, 
Would have frenzied the heart, had I burst not 
away. 

" What darkness deep muffles the sky, 

Can nature too, grieve and be sad? 
Can it sympathy give to the bosoms that sigh 

O'er worth and benevolence dead? 
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No ! — it blooms on the brink of the grave, 

But its beauties no solace impart, 
And it smiles when the boon of its sadness we 
crave, 
To fold in the sorrowing heart; 
Then welcome this darkness, congenial to wo, 
For the friend that would weep, for the wretched 
is low. 

" There is something celestial, mast breathe 

O'er the heart that can sigh for the poor; 
It asks not from affluence the dignified wreathe, 

Nor the glare that the worldlings allure; 
It bathes in an essence inhal'd 

By a spirit that looks to the sky ; 
Where glows its reward, (by the world unassail'd,) 

The raptures that never can die; 
That faint here are known, and if known, not to 

dwell, 
Tlio' they wreath'd in their sweetness, the shades 
of Dalzell. 

" Blest shades! ye encircle the home 

Where the flower of humanity grew, 
And the sweetness of Spring, and of Summer shall 
come 

To dwell here embosom'd in you ; 
And when ages have roll'd on the blast, 

Devotional bosoms will be, 
Who shall wander by feelings ecstatic imprest, 

And mark out each sheltering tree, 
Where haply the hours of his leisure might glide, 
The bountiful patriot, the Howard of Clyde." 
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A WISH. 

O! that I were some pretty bird, 
That hops from spray to spray; 

I'd fly where man had never been, 
And carol all the day. 

I'd sing the smile of day to rest, 

Sweet in the distant main, 
And hail it in the dewy morn, 

With rapt'rous bliss again. 

No storm should mar my song of joy, 

No cloud o'ercast my sky; 
No want lurk in my little path, 

To wake the wailing cry. 

My bower would be where summer's bloom, 

For ever smiles serene ; 
In beauty, o'er some murmuring wave 

Of sainted waters sheen. 

Where every tree, and herb, and flower, 

A banquet rich, and free, 
Would give in every circling hour, 

Of fruitage wild to me. 

'Midst every sweet that nature gave, 

On fluttering wing I'd rove, 
And woo a kind and tender mate, 

And bless it with my love. 
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I'd take it to my chosen bower, 
'Mid flowers and fragrance sweet, 

And build, in love, a little home, 
And make my joy complete. 

The pliant root, the softest down. 

I'd lay with pious care, 
To bear the tender breasts upon, 

That soon would nestle there. 

Anticipation hovering o'er 

The intervening hours, 
Till growing life their prisons burst, 

Would sanctify my bowers. 

Then in paternal feelings blest, 

Each nursling seed I'd bring, 
Till beauty deck'd their plumage bright, 

And strength had nerv'd each wing. 

Then 'midst the scenes where freedom lives, 

I'd seek her sweets to share, 
And where her loveliest haunts were found, 

I'd lead my young ones there. 

And leagued in love, and peace, and joy, 

Our home in every tree, 
Our fare in fragrance steept below, 

How glad, how blest I'd be. 
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ELEGY. 

Cold in the icy arms of death, 

The young Eliza's laid, 
She sleeps the dark green turf beneath, 

And every debt is paid ; 
No more her innocence and youth, 

Will blese the passing eye, 
No more will man dissembling smooth, 
In love, in purity, and truth, 

Draw forth her bosom's sigh, 

Soft as the dewy breast of heaven, 

Sweet as the vernal air, 
Pure as the sparkling stars of even, 

She bless'd this lowly sphere; 
Hid from the world's unfeeling view, 

Her eyes of pity shone, 
As wilding rose-bud wet with dew, 
That from its gaze unnoticed grew, 

In beauty of its own. 

When night in downy slumber keeps 

Oblivious lock'd the swain, 
When silvery Cynthia saints the deeps, 

Reflecting heaven again ; 
No more the passenger will see, 

Benighted on his way, 
Her listless form beneath tbe tree, 
That wont a bower of love to be, 

In hope's delightful day. 



109 

No more the bliss .of breezy morn, 

Will light her languid eye. 
No more the fragrant zephyr borne, 

Will waft her bursting sigh, 
The birds no more for her will sing, 

One soft consoling stave, 
The flowers no more for her will spring, 
Respite from wasting wo to bring — 

They deck her peaceful grave, 

Ah ! lovely, dear, departed maid, 

Of beauty, worth, and love, 
May all thy sufferings here, be paid 

With bliss and peace above ; 
Where virtue's bloom is ever bright, 

Beyond the reach of wo, 
Where beam the rays of living light, 
For them that love the path upright, 

And weep their guilts below. 



THE HOUR OF LOVE. 

When should youth the raptures prove 
Of maiden's pure unspotted love? 
When Phoebus frae the west afar, 
Mild greets the eastern coming star; 
When gloamin' spreads her cloak o' grey, 
And bauk-birds round the turrets play ; 
When simmer flowers in fragrance steep, 
And gowans fauld themselves to sleep ; 
When murmurs tinkle frae the rill, 
And echoes whisper frae the hill ; — 
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Then should youth the raptures prove 
Of maiden's pore unspotted love. 

Where should youth the raptures prove 
Of maiden's pure unspotted love? 
Where soothing silence sweet is laid, 
Beneath the hawthorn-scented shade ; 
Where lone the red-breast perched high, 
Trills sweet its wailing minstrelsy; 
Where checquer'd moonlight marks the billow, 
Beneath the dewy drooping willow ; 
Where Peace stravaigs each list ning bower, 
And sips the blisVof every flower; — 
There should youth the raptures prove 
Of maiden's pure unspotted love. 

What should feel the youth who proves 
His maiden's pure unspotted love? 
The generous feeling, yielding part, 
To bless his maiden's glowing heart ; 
The swelling soul, the rapt'rous flame 
That gives to life its holiest name ; 
Each sainted virtue given below, 
For villian hearts can never know 
The Bacred bliss, the tender joy, 
That beam from Love's delightful eye; — 
Such should feel the youth who proves 
His maiden's pure unspotted love. 



THE FADED BOWER. 

The bower, the bower, where lilies grew, 
Is faded in its prime, 
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And my fond hopes are faded too, 
Beneath the wing of time. 

How oft beneath its shade have I 

Felt all of sweets combin'd: 
The balm of peace, the smile of joy, 

The minglings of the mind. 

How oft the ecstacies of soul, 

That bid the spirit rise 
Above this narrow world's control, 

To match them in the skies. 

Ah! many a nameless thing of bliss, 
Then wingM with rapture flew ;-— 

But memory only wakes distress, 
Their sweetness to review. 

They surely are not things of earth, 

That charm our joyous day : 
For ere the heart can prize their worth, 

They darken in decay. 

Blest joys ! ye cannot come again, 

Your day's for ever fled ; 
Ye cannot live where burns the brain, 

O'er hope and prospects dead, 

Yet, oh ! if where ye once have breath 'd, 
Some lingering one may dwell ; 

It's light, the sorrow thus bequeath'd, 
A little may dispel. 

Then let me kneel where once ye were, 
Rich mercy to implore ; 
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The broken spirit clings to prayer, 
When human aid is o'er. 



RESPONSES. 

When the blind, out of darkness shall see, 
When the desert shall fruitfully be, 
Is the light of the gospel, — the fruit of its tree ? 

Undoubtedly. 

If in faith we uprightly have trode, 
Will we not see the face of our God 
In eternity's blessed abode ? 

Undoubtedly. 

When the soul, to be free, struggles hard, 
Till death opes a passage unmarr'd, 
Does it go for to meet its reward ? 

Undoubtedly. 

When the earth by its inmates is riven, 
Will spiritual bodies be given 
To fit them for judgment or heaven ? 

Undoubtedly. 

Though all judgment be given unto Him, 
Whom honours and powers most beseem, 
Is the Father not Judge still supreme ? 

Undoubtedly. 

When the heavens like a scroll pass away, 
And the dead the last summons obey, 
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Will judgment be general that day ? 

Undoubtedly. 

O spirits of goodness I illume 
Our path if we wander in gloom, 
Till Truth a brightest garlands shall bloom 

Undoubtedly. 



SONNET, 

MORNING. 

How sweet the solace of this vernal morn, 

The distant murmurs of yon rippling flood, — 
The dewy drops which deck this budding thorn, 

The soothing silence of the list'ning wood. 
Tbe bleeding heart, by torturing troubles torn, 

Forgets awhile (as though they ne'er had been,) 
Its many woes; even life, that's weary worn, 

Feels light with joy amidst the blissful scene; 
But short the while, returning memories sad, 

With baleful influence, all its sweets destroy ; 
As injur'd spirit from the silent dead, 

Returns to blast some faithless lover's joy, 
The sparkling cup of bliss is dash'd in wo, — 
Remembrance shrieks, and tears in torrents flow. 
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NOON IN THE WOODS. 

'Tis noon,-— but bosom'd in this cooling shade, 
Where blissful calm, and magic silence dwell, 
A sacred influence breathes its mighty spell ; 

Like softest whisper of some holy maid, 

Stirring the soul, till all its powers arrayed 
In feeling, stand in meditation sweet, 
Or list the rustling of the zephyr's feet 

Footing the. spray. — Hark ! all the winds are laid: 

Yet strange I a long low moan is often heard, 
As if some lonely spirit in distress 

Wail'd audibly its destiny unbless'd; 

Surely the fancy has not greatly err'd, 

In deeming thus some ghost may seek redress, 

Or con away its dire confession unconfess'd. 



SONNET. 

TO A CLOUD AT EVENING. 

How lovely in thy beauty and thy bliss ! 
Art thou reclining, like a child of heaven, 
Upon the glowing breast of ling'ring even, 

Smiling in love beneath her soft caress? 

Yet thou art lonely in thy loveliness, 
All thy companions of the sky are gone, 
And thou art left to fade and die anon, 

As fades the light to leave thee fatherless. 
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Already, lo ! a dusk like death's dark hue, 

Rests on thy brow— the dews of evening weep, 
And o'er thy couch a little staY doth peep, 

As grieving silently to bid adieu ; 

But thou'rt resigned, and calm, and sweetly lying, 

Like one who trusts in heaven, and triumphs in his 
dying. 



SONNET. 

ON AN AUTUMN EVENING. 

Pure' and unclouded, holy, blissful eve, 

Thy sweetness ne'er to man had been unfurled 
Had the curse of God hung so as make him grieve 

Alway his sojourn through this mazy world. 
Tliron'd in the zenith o'er the listening earth, 

Cloth'd in the vestments of tby azure sheen ; 
Peace gently breathes her virtues into birth, 

And bids us taste what Paradise has been. 
Oh, who would not for ever make bis home 

Beneath thy influence, sweet lovely even ? 
Half the inheritance would saint the dome 

Of sorrowing mortals if 'twere but given ; 
Methinks I see the beauteous angels come 

To breathe and bless, such semblance of a heaven. 



SONNET. 

ON READING OF THE SUFFERINGS OF POLAND. 

Oh ! could I breathe a strain of awful power, 
To Europe's kingdoms bleeding and in wo, 
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To nerve the patriot in the needful hour, 

And tenfold strength give bis indignant blow ; — 
To wake the energies of him who fought 

For Scotia's liberties in days of yore; 
The godlike energies which only sought 

The rights of freedom, and they'd seek no more. 
Oh I on his mighty spirit's hovering wing, 

(Meet messenger for all my heart desires,) 
I'd send the breathings that my soul would bring, 

Till burst in flame a thousand withering fires; 
Wreathing in smoke the vortex of despair, — 
Ingulfing tyrants in their mad career. 



LINES TO PRIDE- 

Essence of hell's dark sov'reign unsubdued 

Rank Pride infernal, oh ! what woes bast thou 

Created, and upheld on earth's wide bounds, 

And still upholdest to deform the likeness 

Of Him who made us and the world, — 

Of Him who threw tbee out of bliss, as fiend 

Whose presence pestilential unbecame 

The majesty and glory of his throne, — 

Of Him whose glance can search the secret thought, 

And awe the soul back to its hid recess, 

Whose every deed proclaims omnipotence 

Is his, and title just, omniscient king; 

Yet fearest not his wrath, but with hard front 

DerideBt his vengeance, and defi'st his power, 

Like villain reckless of bis fate, obdur'd. 
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SONNET ON CONSCIENCE 

Say, what is conscience ? 'tis some power in man, 

Which, at his birth, created pure, retains 
Its integrity through life, and doth scan 

And judge his actions, breathing mercy's strains, 
Repressing and forbidding acts unjust, — 

Plac'd by the soul (if they be separate things,) 
As vicegerent of heaven, having in trust 

The heaven that soothes, the hell that strikes and 
stings. 
'Tis ever at its duty, and what men 

A good conscience call, is its approval 
Lighting the mind, — and what a bad, is when, 

Beneath its frown, we drink the cup of gall : 
Whatever it is, — it had not being given 
To suffer for our crimes — its borne is heaven. 



SONNET ON A STORM OF WIND. 

It blows, it blows, the mighty tempest blows 

Convulsive, howling from the frenzied north; 
Like Vengeance broken from his dark repose 

To call wild Ravage and Destruction forth. 
The woods beneath its strong malignity 

Groan horrible, and shriek a giant's wo ; 
Till Nature, grieving, pays its dignity 

Of power obeisance in her overthrow. 
Even man, stript of his arrogance and pride, 

Rebuk'd, stands pale, or flies to meet his doom, 
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For what, he refuge deems, the winds deride, 
And crashing ruin whelms him in its womb. 
A loader howl proclaims the savage joy 
That requiems all fate gives it to destroy. 



SONNET ON NIGHT. 

How dark hath night ber ebon tresses thrown 

O'er half the world, and, as the silent tomb, 
AH, all is still : not even a scar leaf strown 

O'er earth's lone surface stirs,— the solemn gloom 
Unlit, (save where a lurid light's illume, 

From the far furnace flaBh'd, insults its power,) 
In awful list'ning broods; 'tis as some doom, 

O'er Nature hung, were lingering till the hour 
Of fate would give it liberty to shower 

Its rain, — dreadful influence — control 
Mysterious, — life shrinks beneath its lour, 

As if some Invisible aw'd the soul 
By its approach; — and who, oh! who can tell 
But such within this dread magnificence may dwell! 



THE LOVER'S VOW. 

I will never leave thee, 
Change, nor deceive thee; 
Sooner the ocean 
Will cease its commotion, 

Than I to leave thee. 
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And if I deceive thee, 
May of life bereave roe 
Heaven's wrathful red ray, 
In darkness at mid-day, 

Dark as was chaos. 

Therefore, endeared, 
Thy image I'll wear it, 
'Neath ills the severest, 
My beating heart nearest, 
Ever and dearest. 

While affection I'll nourish, 
To grow and to flourish, 
To fade again never, 
Till death shall us sever, 

For ever and ever. 



LINES TO A STREAM. 

Ever onward, gentle stream, 

Thy rippling waves incessant flow ; 

Murmuring, as suits fancy's theme, 
A tale of joy, a tale of wo. 

Time's motion in thy course is Been, 
Its voice it is thy murmuring moan; 

Thy glassy breast, its mirror sheen, 
Where shadows flit and die upon. 

l2 
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SONGS WRITTEN DURING THE AGI- 
TATIONS OF REFORM. 

SONG. 

Tune — Willie was a wanton wag. 

Again ye sons of Scotia smile, 

The dawn of liberty appears; 
The glorious star of freedom's isle 

Arises o'er the night of years. 

CHORUS. 

Let fame the patriot's name resound, 
Till echoes reach the azure skies; 

For in him gladd'ning hope we've found, 
The guardian of our country's joys. 

Long shaded Hope now bursts the gloom, 
And o'er the future bears away ; 

Rejoicing in resplendent bloom, 
Dear freedom's standard to display. 
Let fame, &c. 

May o'er the plains of Scotia bright, 
Its golden mottoes shine unfurled; 

Till tyrant's view aghast the sight, 

And trembling seek to shun the .world. 
Let fame, &c. 

A vaunt, ye base degenerate race, 

Oppression's sting no more we'll dread, 
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For manly virtue, worth, and grace, 
Now rises to protect our head. 
Let fame, &c. 

In glory may he ever shine, 

The friend of freedom's sacred hay; 
The friend of love and peace divine, 

The foe of base tyrannic sway. 
Let fame, &c. 

Bright o'er his head let laurel spread, 
In wreathes victorious let it rise ; 

Let every free-born son be glad, 
He lives to shield our liberties. 
Let fame, &c. 



SONG. 

Blow thy wild bugle, O Scotia, my native land ! 

See how the reptiles they fester and feed in thee ; 
Cloth'd in effrontery, they traitors and caitiffs stand, 

Bruising the hearts still that brokenly bleed in tbee. 

Best of thy sons they again have neglected vile, 

Aiding the hordes of corruption and knavery ; 
Courting the glance of the tyrant's affected smile, 

Bending the knee at the shrine of their slavery. 
Apathy tramples each feeling subduod in them, 

Ties all unholy, each act hath embound it; 
Extinguish'd humanity's spirit endued has them, 

Mocking the woes of the weak and the wounded. 

Blow, &c. 
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Hist'ry shall speak of the deeds they abhorr'd have 
done, 
Derision and scorn point the page of their story, 
Thousands unborn will indignant record each one, 
Curs'd with the measure that meteth tby glory. 
Monteitbs, of their day they'll descend to posterity, 

Outcasts which pacify 'd Freedom enrages; 
Branded with baseness and fulsome unverity, 
Scoff'd at and scornM through the circle of 
ages. 

Blow, &c. 

Years may roll on, but their deeds still will gather 
shame, 
Growing in darkness, mid freedom's unfolding, 
Children will shrink at the sight of their father's 
name, 
Hung to the hiss of a nation's beholding. 
Spirits of heroes gone, nursing the patriot's son, 

Smile at their weakness the minions of slavery; 
Ruin is bov'riag nigh — death and dark infamy, 
Tiptoed in wrath, are the sons of tby bravery. 

Blow, &c. 



STANZAS TO BRITANNIA, IN 1832. 

A SONG. 

Tune— Roderick Dhu. 

Where hath tby name not, Britaunia, been wbis- 
per'd ? 
Has not the light of tby freedom begun ? 
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Where hath the might of thy prowess not pros- 
pered ? 
Where in the confines that roll 'neath the sun ? 
Nov? see every isle and shore, 
Far as the oceans roar, 
Look at with wonder thy banners unfurled, 
Bright o'er thy liberty, 
(Effulgent more yet to be,) 
Streaming in radiance, the light of the world ! 

France flows with blood, but to rest in thy glory, 

To breathe of the spirit that's hallowed in thee : 
Poland, poor Poland ! trode under and gory, 
Weeps, too, imploring a tear from the free. 

Soothe, then, the shattered brave, 

Bleeding at Freedom's grave : 
Round thee the vortex of ruin has whirled, 

Bearing dire as it went, 

Slavery and black intent, 
But Mercy has throned thee, the light of the world ! 

Despots aghast, from their ramparts behold thee 
Shaking the towers of their strength in the land, 

Arms now in millions, are stretched to enfold thee ! 
Grasping the dagger that waits thy command. 
Wo to the tyrants' fall, 
Curs'd be their fetter'd thrall ; 

Freedom will strike, and from earth they'll be hurled 
Down to the shades below, 
Drench'd in the dregs of wo, 

Portion'd from liberty, light, and the world ! 

Gleaming afar on the breast of the ocean, 

Nations shall mark thee, and worship thy name : 
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Spirits of freedom shall bless their devotion, 
Rob'd in the blaze that encircles thy fame. 
Proud o'er thy hundred seas, 
Anthems shall swell the breeze, 
Wreathed in the clonds which. thy altars have 
curled, 
Burning to homage thee, 
Green isle of liberty, 
Throne of the Freeman, and light of the world ! 



SONG. 

Air — Cam ye by Athol 

CHORUS. 

Men where the thistle blooms, sacred to Caledon, 
Quaff ye the goblet and twine the wreath bonnily; 
Gone is the gag, and the slave, and the shackles 

gone, 
Freedom this day gives to triumph and jollity. 

* 

Beaming in brightness let every eye glisten now. 

Burst is the spell that to slavery bound us; 
Whispers of Hope let the lone bosom listen now, 
Feeble 's the grasp of the foe that would wound 
us. 
Victory's been ours, and the fields are in beauty 
seen, 
Taintless of blood, with the flower and the foun- 
tain, 
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Sentinel'd hearts are hi strength and in duty seen 
Guarding the pass of the valley and mountain. 

Men where the thistle, &c. 

Welcome the day that onr ancestors fought to see, 

Quenchless in spirit, the tyrant suppressing; 
Theirs were the virtues their offspring's now ought 
to be, 
Theirs were the deeds that entail'd us a bless- 
ing. 
Lone though they sleep in the wilds of our native 
land — 
Lone though the heath-birds repose on their 
dwelling; 
Thither shall gratitude's feelings elative wend, 
Bath'd in the dew of the soul's lofty swelling. . 

Men where the thistle, &c. 

Mankind are brothers, and freedom ennobles them, 

Nature disowns not the castes of her children ; 
Princes and kings and their fiats are foibles then, 

Britain's bright sons are beyond their bewild'ring. 
Liberty's throne 's in the blood of their bosoms now, 

Wo to the worlds that conspire its undoing; 
Clouded with vengeance if Mercy refuse them now, 

Scimitar'd millions shall ride in their ruin. 

Men where the thistle, &c. 



SONG. 

Ye who sleep, ye who sleep, 
At this crisis so deep, 
Your slumber 's inglorious, awake, O, awake; 
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From the south to the north, 

See the Spoilers are forth, 
And the blood stream of ruin soon may us o'ertake. 
The snares they are set, by the field and the flood. 
The victim may perish embath'd in his blood ; 
The wolf-tongue of tyranuy lap it away, 
And despair may be seen in the arms of dismay. 

Burst away, burst away, 

Where the cairn moulders grey, 
And the wild birds of freedom are blest with a 
home; 

There kneel o'er the grave 

Of the patriot so brave, 
And breathe of a spirit was never overcome. 
The deeds which he dared, like the gems in the sky, 
Will lighten your path to a daring as high; 
And the glory that waits on the deed nobly done, 
Like the fame of the sire, mav o'ershadow the bod. 

Buckle on, buckle on, 

Be your lethargy gone, 
The day rolls in darkness presaging the storm; 

Like the blast of the heath, 

Ride the minions of death, 
And Oppression bends forward bis pestilent form. 
His matted locks dangle like scorpions dire, — 
He frowns, and the feeble are smote in his ire, — 
He smiles, and his looks, like the basilisk's glare, 
Sear the fountains of life, ere the Pilgrim's aware. 

To the shock, to the shock, 
Be each bosom a rock, 
Where Hope builds her fortress in perilous hour, 
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To the shouts of the foe, 

Wake a trumpet to blow, 
That will silence for ever the Dagons of power; 
Do but will it, and lo ! see the land of your birth, 
Shall flourish the freest and fairest on earth ; 
And the souls of the free will to virtue be given, 
By the Spirit that breath'd in the armies of heaven. 



CONSOLATORY VERSES. 

The thunder may swell 'long the vault of the sky, 

In a dark lurid mantle o'ershading the plain, 
And shake from its throne, terrific on high, 

The lowermost depths of the earth and the main. 
Yet an hour, and the sky will its azure regain, 

And unaltered the earth will roll on as before, 
As smooth as the face of the lake of the plain, 

When a breeze is not beard, nor yet felt from 
the shore. 

To earth may be borne, in the prime of their days, 

The pride of the forest, the shade-giving oak, 
The plane lofty reared to the sun's lucid rays, 

And the ash proudly perch'd in the clift of a rock ; 
Yet spring with her balm shall return to the year, 

And the ravage of light'ning and storm shall 
despise ; 
While exulting a thicket each root will uprear, 

In beauty displaying their leaves to the skies. 

The heavens may be cloth'd in frightful array, 
With dark scowling vapours ompois'ning the gale; 

M 
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The flood-pouring tempest descend in its sway, 

To blight with its waters the bloom of the vale. 
Yet a night passes o'er, and the morning we see, 

In settled serenity opening to view; 
The smooth smoking stream, the spangle* deck'd 
tree, 
And the fresh smiling vale, where the torrent 
rush'd through. 

From the lap of Corruption Oppression may roar, 

And his voice strike the sons of the land with 
dismay; 
His frown may envelope the mountain and shore, 

And drive from our island the boast of our day. 
The labourer may groan 'neath his burdenous chain, 

And in dim lighted vaults the mechanic may toil ; 
Till Misery, shrinking from misery's pain, 

Views the dagger of death through her tears 
with a smile. 

Yet the ocean of freedom shall proudly o'erflow, 

By Reason arous'd and the tempest of Right; 

Aud shall sweep from their ramparts the chiefs of 

our wo, \ 

To ramble in gloom like the fiends of the night. 
And the thunders of Truth and the terrors of Justice, 

The Spirit of Hope, breathing Liberty's prayer, 
Shall strike all the wreck of their power 4uto 
nothing, 

Except where it lives in their cells of despair. 
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SONG. 

Tuns — Boyne Water. 

Ye maidens fair, wi' the lips o' love, 

And the silken ringlets twining; 
Ye thinkna o' what woes may prove, 

Your day of beauty's dwyning. 
The morn of life is a little flower, 

Where Pleasure's dew-drops glitter; 
But mid-day brings the tempest's lour, 

It droops in anguish bitter. 

A fae is lodged in the lily breast, 

He sleeps amang its roses ; 
Then O, beware o' the whisper sweet, 

That breathes whar he reposes. 
A war r^ mind is a maiden's fame, 

The path o' danger viewing; 
But a reckless walk is a maiden's shame, 

And a trustfu' heart is undoing. 

I ance had the joy of a lightly heart, 

And Pleasure danced before me ; 
But Love now has played me a faithless part, 

And its- sorrows darken o'er me. 
The tear that opes the bud of grief, 

The lade that lighteth never, 
The waefu' heart that mocks relief, 

Maun now be mine for ever. 

O make me a bed on a bonny bank, 
Whar the pale primroses blossom ; 
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And bring me the water-lilies dank, 
To strew on my horning bosom ; 

And bind my brow wi' this silken scarf, 
Of true love ance the token ; 

And lay me down in a sleep o' love, 
For my heart will soon be broken. 



SONG. 

Tone— March to the Battle Field. 
CHORUS. 

Down in the sunny glen, 

The bower o' Love I found it; 

Blooming frae the worldling's ken, 
With every sweet around it. 

The glossy woodbine wove its shade, 
With honey-suckles twining; 

To screen the lily-bosom'd maid, 
In youthfu' love reclining. 
Down, &c. 

The birk its fragrant tendrils hung, 

In dewy sweetness o'er it ; 
The linnets chirp'd, the lav'rocks sung, 

And levrets danced before it. 
Down, &c. 

The gowden broom in flowery pride, 
O'erhung the limpid burnie, 

That rippling rowM its wee bit tide, 
Wi* mony a bonny turnie. 
Down, &c. 
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The halm thai bathes the fields above, 
The bliss, that heaves the bosom ; 

The sigh, that wafts the wish o' love, 
There hover'd o'er each blossom. 
Down, &c. 



SONG. 

Tune— -Scotch Royals Quick Step, 2d Bat. 

I lo'e my Nanny's vernal smile, 

That beams sae bonny, blythe and free; 

Like fragrant flower that scents the wild, 
And opes in peace its dewy e'e. 

chorus. 

For sweets the dew o' Nanny's lips, 
And sweet's the dimple o' her chin; 

And sweet as the bliss that Beauty sips, 
Is downy love her breast within. 

I lo'e my Nanny's blooming fair, 
The witchingness o' baith her een ; 

They wyle the bosom o' its care, 

Like simmer's- sweetest sainted scene. 
For sweet's, &c. 

I lo'e my Nanny's saddest mood, 
In drooping sorrows disarray; 
Like Autumn thro' the fading wood, 
Lamenting lone the year's decay. 
For sweet's, &c. 
m 2 



132 

I lo'e my Nanny's darkest gloom, 
E'en tho' it clone! my bliss awee; 

Like Winter threat' ning nature's doom, 
It tells o' brighter days to be. 
For sweet's, &c. 

Let Poets sing bright Venus' due, 

Her chin, her cheeks, her bonny een ; 

Let Swains their several Love's pursue, 
Young Nan's the maid I'll strive to win. 
For sweet's, &c. 



SONG. 
Tune— -The Maid of Islay. 

Bonny Bell, how I could love thee, 

If again my days were young, 
If the joy 8 of youth could move me, 

As when first of love I sung : 
But tho' chill'd life's magic glowing, 

Smooth may pass thy days wi' me ; 
Fond affection, steady flowing, 

Bonny Bell, I hae for thee. 

Tho' in years, I some exceed thee, 

Not my bosom's less unkind; 
Gently thro' life's maze to lead thee — * 

Bless the tender days of thine ; 
For soon, oh I soon will yonng life leave thee, 

Soon its follies cease to shine; 
Then thy heart which scarce believes me, 

Bonny Bell, may beat wi' mine. 
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Think not, tbo' my heart's been lonely 

Seated 's the source of friendly tear, 
Think not less I'll doat upon thee, 

Feel less pare thy love sincere; — 
No! tho' past life's sunny morning, 

Raptures sweet my breast would own, 
If thy tendril form adorning, 

Bonny Bell, would bless my home. 



SONG. 

Tune — Calm dewy Morning, 

In the wooing of Nature around us, 

In valley, in woodland, and grove, 
Each Spirit of Love has its being, 

And woos the embrace of its Love. 
The morn's rosy hue lo'es the mountain, 

The mavis the echoing tree; 
The lark loes the sky's fleecy curtain, 

And, Mary, I live but for thee. 

On the breast of the silv'ry cloud resting, 

How sweetly the rainbow is seen; 
While the tears of its raptures descending, 

Weet the bud and the bower of the plain 
The stream lo'es the twinkling sun-beam, 

The gowan the dew-sprinkled lea; 
The bee, hums its way to the wild-flower, 

And, Mary, I live but for thee. 

The echo is wrapt in the wild glen, 
The voice of the wanderer to woo; 
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Its rock-cover'd borne, by the prey-bird, 
la sought where its shelter is true. 

The valley delights in the noon-tide, 
Its silent reposing to see; 

The light shower is bliss to the hawthorn, 
And, Mary, I live but for thee. 

The balm of the saft dewy gloamin' 

Loes to wanton the woodbines amang; 
And the lover the meeting bis maiden, 

Whar the lone burnie murmurs alang. 
O Love I thou art sweet in the wild Bcene, 

Thou hast bliss tbat a spirit might pree ; 
But dimly 'twill die in a tear-drop, 

If, Mary, I live not for thee. 



SONG. 

Tune— The Meeting <tf the Waters. 

O ! gang to the mountain, sweet lassie wt' me; 
O, gang to the mountain the lambkins to see, 
In peace, love, and innocence, sport o'er the green, 
'Neath the blue skies o' simmer, sae sweetly serene. 

The hame o' the heath-bird, the haunt o' the earne, 
Thou'lt see whar the heroes repose 'neath the cairn ; 
And glens, and green mountains, and valleys be- 
tween, 
'Neath the blue skies o' simmer, sae sweetly serene. 

Midst the gladness of nature we'll rest and we'll 
range, 
ill Pleasure be weary witb rapture o' change; 
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Then Love, in the arms of thy Love wilt thou lean, 
'Neath the blue skies o* simmer, sae sweetly serene. 

On the heath's flowery bosom thy couch I'll prepare, 
Whar the sun-beams are sweetest, to welcome thee 

there ; 
Whar Eden survives in the sweets o' the scene, 
'Neath the blue skies o* simmer sae sweetly serene. 

There far frae the world's rudest glance thou'lt 

recline. 
And if slumber o'ertake thee, what bliss may be 

thine ; 
Thy sp'rit may retrace ilka step thou hast been, 
'Neath the blue skies o' simmer sae sweetly serene. 

Then gang to the mountain, sweet lassie wi' me, 
Then gang to the mountain the lambkins to see — 
Whar smiling in beauty a' nature is seen, 
'Neath the blue skies o' simmer, sae sweetly serene. 



SONG. 

Tune — Be quick, for I'm in haste. 

The rosy blu&h of infant day 

Had tinged the dewy thorn ; 
And linnets shook the flowery spray, 

And fragrance breath'd the morn ; 
A' Nature hymn'd its hymn of joy — 

In tinkles chimed the rill, 
When Love soft whispered, her sae coy, 

The Maid of Cottage-hill. 
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She pass'd, she blush'd, she bless'd my view, 

My rising love the while, 
In Fancy wrapt bright o'er her flew, 

And feasted on each smile. 
Tbea Beauty's tints from earth or air, 

It waled with rapturous swell; 
To malfe a semblance of my dear, 

The Maid of Cottage-hill. 

The hues of morn were of her cheek — ■ 

The Zephyr's waft her sigh, 
Out owre the lily's bosom meek, 

That hails the simmer sky. 
And violets sweet of humble birth, 

Low in the wooded dell, 
Were emblems of her modest worth, 

The Maid of Cottage-hill. 

The daisy, pink, and budding rose, 

Each lovely one by one, 
Beneath the light fond Memory throws, 

Were plac'd to gaze upon; 
And every bud and blossom meet, 

Her page of praise to fill, 
Were treasured there to image sweet, 

The Maid of Cottage-hill. 

These o'er the wreck, when beauty dies, 

And life is wrapt in gloom, 
Will every circling spring arise, 

To Memory, in bloom. 
And till the torrent of my heart, 

By fate decreed, be still, 
Will tell how lovely once thou wert, 

Sweet Maid of Cottage hill. 
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SONG. 

Tune — I had a horse, 

I've fand the gale o' spring prevail 

Owre a 9 my cares sae weary — 
Its op'ning flowers, its budding bowers 

Excite a charm fu' cheery. 
I've fand my heart its tribute part, 

To simmer's bloom sae bonny ; 
For then the bliss of raptur'd kiss, 

I pree't at times frae Annie. 

When Autumn skies wi' kindling joys, 

Bow'd o'er the plains sae cheery ; 
The reaper's sang responsive rang, 

And nought could mak me weary. 
The bonny smile, the pauky wyle, 

That bless'd my e'enings mony; 
Then charm'd the hour, wi' witching power, 

The witching love o' Annie. 

When winter hoar, wi' angry roar, 

Blaw'd loud in blasts sae eerie, 
Or drench'd the plain wi' steeps o' rain, 

Or clad the hills sae dreary ; 
Then Scotia's clime had joys sublime, 

I dearly lo'ed as ony; 
Now smiles in vain, or frowns the plain, 

My joy 's a' gaoe wi' Annie. 
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SONG. 



" I'll gie thee a tryst, when the sweet morn is 
smiling, ^ 

I'll gie thee a tryst, love, — whar wilt thou be ?" 
" Up whar the bine-bell, beeks wi' the gowan, 

Up whar the bine-bell blooms on the lea; 
Tenting the dew-drap, cupp'd in the cowslip, 

Wild roses pu'ing a posie to be; 
List'ning the linnet, blythe 'mang the whins set, 

Wand'ring till Willie forgathers wi' me." 

" I'll gie thee a tryst, when the noon-tide is beaming, 

I'll gie thee a tryst, love, — whar wilt thou be ? " 
" Down in the lane wood chiding the echo, 

Down in the lane wood, lilting and lee ; 
Skreen'd frae the skvlight, in noon's lovely twi- 
light, 

Pressing the violet beneath a green tree ; 
Nursing the measure o' love's flowery treasure, 

Waiting for Willie to nurse it wi' me." 

" I'll gie thee a tryst, when the day light is fading, 

I'll gie thee a tryst, love, — whar wilt thou be ?" 
" Laigh whar the willow-bank fringes the burnie, 

Laigh whar the willow-bank bonny we see; 
Flower'd woodbines wreathing, mild zephyr's 
breathing, 

Telling the leal thought in fancy to thee; 
Sweet moments numb'ring, to Time balmy slum- 
b'ring, 

Keeping the tryst o' my Willie wi' me." 



139 

SONG. 

Tune — My Nannie, O ! 

When gloamin' leans out owre the lea, 

And faulds up salt the dewy flower; 
When sleep dows down on ilka e'e, 

And our goderoan draps soundly owre ; 

Then comes to me the witching hour, 
When he that hauds my heart his ain, 

In silence seeks the bonny bower, 
Alang the burn o* Auchinbrain. 

Then owre me shed their bliss serene, 

The lowe o' love, the hope o' joy ; 
Then Memory draws her fairy screen, 

And a' she keeps I can espy. 

Like rosy tints o' summer sky, 
Sae sweet ilk joy I see again ; 

I slip the bar, and upward hie, 
Alang the burn o' Auchinbrain. 

'Tis sweet to see the morning smile, 

And spapgle a' the woodland's breast; 
'Tis sweet when weary worn wi' toil, 

To get a blink o > downy rest ; 

But ne'er am I sae truly blest, 
As when I daunner out my lane ; 

And meet wi' him that I loe best, 
Alang the burn o' Auchinbrain. 

Each bosom hath its braided link, 
That time can never tak' awa'; 

N 
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Its keepsake o* some sunny blink, — 
Its flower that lives to bad and blaw ; 
And mine will hae, while I can ca' 

A feeling in this waiT my ain, 

The joy that's sweetly been my fa', 

Alang the burn o' Auchinbrain, 



SONG. 

Tune— Gloomy Winter. 

Gloamin' now begins to fa, 
Woods to list'ning silence draw, 
Shepherds sound their folding ca', 

Ah ! what stays thee, Nannie, O. 
Sad the orient sun I've seen 
Sip the dew frae yonder green, 
Whilst in bliss I should hae been 

Within thy arms, my Nannie, O. 
Here the bower wbar last we met, 
That screened us frae the mid-day heat ; 
And this the day, can I forget? 

I was to see thee, Nannie, O. 

Wbar beneath the hazel boughs 
Fancy swells, amazement grows; 
And the rippling barnie flows, 

Wander'st thou, my Nannie, O. 
First of Luna's silent train, 
Trembles o'er tbe distant main, 
E'ening dews bedim tbe plain; 

Ah, what stays thee, Nannie, O. 
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Thus said, — frae 'neath an ivy'd shade, 
Peer'd the peerless blushing maid, 
Whom Johnnie, mute with joy, surrey'd, 
Then clasp'd his dearest Nannie, O. 



SONG, 

IN IMITATION OF THE ANCIENT SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

Tune — The bonniest lass in a* the world. 

" Oh, wilt thou come doun to the bonny burn side, 

Whar the bruim blooms bonny, 
And meet me there at the e'euing tide, 

Whar the bruim blooms bonny? 
I've waled thee a bower o' the bonniest tree, 

Whar the bruim blooms bonny, 
The dearest to love, and the sweetest to thee, 

Whar the bruim blooms bonny/* 

" I darna gang down to the bonny burn side, 

Whar the bruim, &c 
Nor meet thee there at the e'ening tide, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
For the eerie cry o' the howlet is there, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
As it sails on the slumberiog wing o' the air, 

Whar the bruim, &c." 

" There the honey 'd sweetness o' love and o' thee, 

Whar the bruim, &c, 
Will breathe owre the bird of the ivy'd tree, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
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And the sinless heart o' a bonny bonny maid, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
Will hallow the bower where a maiden is laid, 

Whar the bruim, &c." 

" I canna come doun to the bonny burn side, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
There a bickering raid o' the fairy's might ride, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
And the knights on the steeds, of a fair fairy queen 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
Might scaith be to maiden if there she were seen, 

Whar the bruim, &c." 

" I'll pu' thee a wand o' the red rowan tree, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
And unscaith'd thou shalt be, as a maiden may be, 

Wfiar the bruim, &c. 
And laigh 'ueath the licht o' the bonny new moon, 

Whar the bruim, &c 
Thy knight I will be if thou need such a boon, 

Whar the bruim, &c." 

" O, wile na me to the bonny burn side, 

Whar the bruim, &e. 
There the fleesome form o' a bogle may glide, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
And the deep dark spells o* gramaryee, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 
May be ruin to thee, may be ruin to me, 

Whar the bruim, &c." 

" A pure maiden's breast is the bower o' heav'n, 
Whar the bruim, &c. 
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And to scatter it leaves nae power will be given, 

Wbar the bruim, &c. 
And the eye that leaks through the cloud frae 
above, 

Wbar tbe bruim, &c. 
Will watch owre the lowe of a saikless love, 

Wbar tbe bruim, &c." 

Now she has gane doun to the bonny burnside, 

Whar tbe bruim, &c. 
And he's hecbt her a baa' that wad mak her his 
bride, 

Whar the bruim, &e. 
And lang ere tbe bud on tbe birk-tree was green, 

Whar tbe bruim, &c 
This bonny bonny maid wi' a baby was Been, 

Whar the bruim, &c. 



SONG. 

Tune — A lassie lives beside yon burn. 

I canna rest, I canna toil, 

I canna cease to weary ; 
I canna soothe my breast's turmoil, 

Since I bae kissed thee, Mary. 
The daisy-decked enamell'd lea, 

Is tastless now an' dreary ; 
And fleeting time forgets to flee, 

Since I hae kiss'd thee, Mary. 

I've seen tbe ruddy morning rise, 
I've seen't, and been fu' cheery ; 

n2 
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But something now its sweets disguise, 
Since I hae kissed thee, Mary. 

The sunny glen, the briery brae, 
Nae joys hae now to spare me; 

Nor burnie's brink, where lammies play, 
Since I hae kiss'd thee, Mary. 

The mavis' sang at e'ening's close, 

Frae 'mang the planting cheery ; 
Brings naething now bat kindling throes, 

Since I hae kiss'd thee, Mary. 
Can it be love that's done me skaith, 

Sweet lassie say, nor tarry ?- 
Can it be love to be my death 

'Cause I hae kiss'd thee, Mary. 

O, wae befa' thy wily leak, 

That staw my heart unwary; 
And waeTTefa' the canny neuk, 

Whar first I kiss'd thee, Mary. 
For sair the pang, and dark my mind, 

Maun be as midnight carry ; 
If thou'lt refuse to be sae kind, 

A 8 be my ain dear Mary. 



SONG. 

Tune — Our the tnuir among the heather. 

I hae been blythe in birken bower, 

I hae been blythe 'neath wild woods waviu'; 

But blyther was wi' my dear lad, 
A mang the bonny braes o' Aven. 
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CHORUS. 

O, the bonny banks o' Aven, 
O, the bonny banks o' Aven; 

Fond fond remembrance ever dear, 
Will bless the bonny banks o' Aven. 

'Twas there we met, and there we loved, 
There we spent the e'enings mony; 

And there the sweetest tales I heard, 
That love e'er breath'd in bliss to ony. 

O, the bonny, &c. 

He prais'd my cheeks, my een sae blue, 
He pree'd my lips but ony s wither; 

He ca'd them sweet and ripe wr* love, 
He staw my heart clean a 'thegither. 
V' O, the bonny, &c. 

O, sweet's the whispered tale at eve, 
When lovers young to love forgather ; 

And sweet's the blosom'd bloom o' love, 
Ere dark deceit its blossoms wither. 

O, the bonny, &c. 

Sae sweet to me was ilka flower, 

Our loves had nurs'd in rosy gladness; 

Till falsehood crush'd their sheltering bower, 
And broke my heart with woes and sadness. 

O, the bonny, &c. 

O, gin this breast again were young, 
And love were sunk in downy slumbers, 

I'd wary ten^ilk flattering tongue, 
That dooms to roin hapless numbers. 

O, the bonny, &c. 



• . 
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SONG. 



Tune — The meeting of the waters. 

Oh, come to me, dawty, and lie by my side, 
My arms will embrace thee, my lips will not chide;: 
I canna be sour, though tby fau'ts I hae seen, 
Thou ance wert ray dearie, thou'lt be't ance again. 

The sweets o' thy voice, and the blinks o v thy 

e'e, 
Hae aft been my bliss whilst tbou sat by my knee ; 
Sae gie me thy han' and thy smile ance sae fain, 
Thou ance wert my dearie, thou'lt be't ance again* 

I rue sair the words that I hastie let fa', 

And the leuks whilk thou thought would hae 

pierc'd thee in twa ; 
Sae dight aff the tears that thy rosy cheeks stain. 
Thou ance wert my dearie, thou'lt be't ance again. 

I came by the birk and the flowering bawtree, 
Memorials o' love and the sweetness o' thee ; 
But my heart it misgaed when I tbocbt what had 

been, 
Tbou ance wert my dearie, thou'lt be't ance again. 

The sweets o' this life canna lire still and smile; 
E'en simmer has tears that bedim it awhile; 
Sae thine be the bliss o' the dewy serene, 
Thou ance wert my dearie, thou'lt be't ance again. 
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Then come to me, dawty, and lie by my side, 
My arms will embrace thee, my lips will not chide ; 
I canna be sour, tho' thy fau'ts I hae seen, 
Thou ance wert my dearie, thou'lt be't ance again. 



SONG. 

Tune — The kiss tfiat he gave. 

There's a bush in the valley that shadows the spot, 

Where life felt its dearest caress; 
It blooms in Remembrance whate'er is my lot, 

And encircles my bosom with bliss. 

CHORUS. 

Then still may it bloom in Remembrance so dear, 
May the mildew of life ne'er corrode it to wither; 

Nor the blight of oblivion to blast it appear, 
Ah, no ! let it live in this bosom for ever. 

'Twas the birth-bower of Love, breathing raptures 
of joy, 
'Twas the Witness of whispers and sighs ; 
It hid in its bosom Love's tender employ, 
And its vows sent in balm to the skies. 

Then still, &c. 

When Life fades away, in its twilight of years, 
And the snow of its winter is seen ; 

Where the bush of the valley in beauty appears, 
It will dream o'er its visions again. 

Then still, &c. - 
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And when Death's icy hand lays my pillow of rest, 
And the world sets in darkness to me ; 

May be given to my spirit, this fondest request, 
There sometimes embower'd it may be. 

Then still, &c. 



SONG. 

Tune — Lassie wC the lint-white locks. 
CHORUS. 

Dearest lassie tell me true, 
Gin thy daddie, wayward daddie, 

Bides the night at Marloch-hew? 
Gin I'll come and see thee, O. 

I'd bring a bonny marled plaid, 

And row thee in't beneath the shade; 

Down by yon tocJljn burnie side, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c. 

I'd tell thee ower ilk tender tale, 
That in the lover's breasts prevail ; 

I'd press thy hsn', I'd soothe thy wail, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c. 

How sweet the birdie's e'ening sang, 
We'd hark, responsive shades amang; 

Or chirpin' thro' the glades alang, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c 
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AH mindless o' the Great's regard, 
We'd tell our joys uuseen, unheard, 

Save by that power true love's reward, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c. 

Not bloated train, nor wealth, nor power, 
In lordly or in princely bower, 

Wad sweeten ought that sacred hour, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c. 

Then let the joys o' grandeur shine, 
And dazzling charm the shallow min'; 

Thy tender whispered tales be mine, 
If I durst come and see thee, O. 
Dearest lassie, &c. 



SONG. 

Tune — And sae trill we yet. 

If ought in this world like to heaven's bliss can be, 
Ti8 when youth whispers love 'neath the white 

blossomed tree; 
Then come, my dear Jeanie, my ain lovely maid, 
O come to the bower of the hawthorn shade, — 
Of the hawthorn shade, of the hawthorn shade, 
O come to the bower of the hawthorn shade. 

See hasting away is the bright eye of day, 
And the soft falling eve comes with bliss on its 
way; 
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Then haste let as rest 'neath the flowery arcade, 
When the sweet gloamin hour woos the hawthorn 
shade. 

Woos the hawthorn shade, &c 

There the joy that I feel to my breast is divine, 
And my bosom ne'er felt with such feeling as 

thine; 
There peace sways the soul, and each passion is 

laid, 
And the mind melts in love 'neath the hawthorn 

shade. 

'Neath the hawthorn shade, &c. 

There the light-stealing dew weets the blossoms 

sae sweet, 
&nd in balmy-scented drops will descend at thy 

feet; 
While the love-soothing airs of Eolus are play'd 
Thro' the soft sighing fol'age of the hawthorn 

shade. 

Of the hawthorn shade, &c 

There the sweets of the valley encircling thy 

shrine, 
Will hover in homage to sweetness like thine ; 
While the blackbird in joy sings his dear serenade, 
Midst the flower-inwoven bowers of the hawthorn 

shade. 

Of the hawthorn shade, &c 

The temple of lovers is the bower where they meet, 
And the vesper hoar of love is the gloamin' sae 
sweet, 
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When nature's obeisance in reverence is paid, 
In silent breathing joy 'neath the hawthorn shade. 

'Neath the hawthorn shade, &c 

Then haste let me lead thee the raptures to know, 
Which wealth cannot purchase, nor princes bestow; 
'Tis to soul-mingling lovers in virtue array 'd, 
Life's purest bliss is given 'neath the hawthorn 
shade. 

'Neath the hawthorn shade, &c. 



SONG. 

Tune — The lots o' Arranteenie. 

The blue-bells bloom'd on ilka brae, 

The sun glint sweet and bonny; 
As deep in moorland glen I lay, 

Wi' rosy love and Annie. 
The vagrant step was far away, 

In other scenes annoying; 
Some lambkins lone around did stray, 

Unconscious our enjoying. 

The sweets of vision'd bliss were mine, 

The soul dissolved in feeling; 
And placed the hour to ever shine, 

In memory's starry ceiling; 
But oh ! love's bliss breathes in a sigh, 

Beneath the tempests gather, 
The hour that opes the budding joy, 

Gives birth the blight to wither. 

o 
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On wounded wing a heath-bird came, 

Mid joys that beamed o'er us ; 
Its gory pinion quench'd their flame, 

It fell in blood before us. 
It omen'd sad of luckless love, 

So deem'd our bosoms tender; — 
But pity's maid delights to rove, 

Where love delights to wander. 

So o'er the quivering scene of death, 

With dewy eyes unverted ; 
We stood to smooth life's rugged path, 

Ere from its clay it parted. 
But vain was every pitying care, 

Its wounds, 'twas vain to close them ;- 
Its drooping head bent feebly o'er — 

It died on Pity's bosom. 



SONG. 

Tune— The Flowers of the Forest. 

The gowan was wet wi* the dews o' the e'ening, 

The lav'rock had sought its wee hame on the Tea; | 

And to lighten the valley the moon was beginning, , 

Whar aft 'neath the hawthorn met Nanny and me. I 

I sat mysel down by the brink o' the burnie, 

My heart was sae wae that the tear fill'd my e'e, 
I dighted it aft, but as aft 'twad return aye, 

I kent that my Nanny nae mair I wad see. 

I leuk'd a' aroun' 'neath the moon-light sae bonny, 
I leuk'd on the burnie, I leuk'd on ilk tree; . 

I saw the dear place whar I first lo'ed my Nanny; 
I roin't the last word that she whispered to me. 
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I mi n't ilka wish, ilka hope that we nourisb'd, 
And the dear vision *d bliss we were never to see ; 

The blossom was blighted as soon as it flourished; 
O dark was the future to young love and me. 

I min't whar I pree'd ilka joy now departed, 

Till the past's clouded prospect grew sair sair to 
see; 
I raise frae the burn-lip nor kent whar I airted, 

Till lone I lay shaded beneath the baw-tree. 
Fast fast o'er my bosom a chill feeling closed, 

My breath it grew scant, and I thocht I wad dee; 
For I fand the cauld dew whar in bliss we reposed, 

And I thocht how as cauld now my Nanny wad be. 

I thocht of the bosom my soul loved to dwell in, 

Of the dear dewy lips I sae aft used to pree, — 
Of a' that was sweetness and beauty excelling, 

Now fading in death, and in darkness frae me. 
O sad sad 's rememb'rance of hours fled for ever; 

Yet I'd weep if that sad sad remembrance were 
gone; — 
From my bosom oblivion will cancel it never; — 

Nor the blissful sensations in youth I have known. 



SONG. 

Tune— ifotoi Adair. 

'Twas night, and lightning's gleam, 

Frightful did show, 
Yon mountain's mossy stream 

Raging below. 
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When 'neath the troubled sky, 
Unheeding forth did hie, 
Venting the banting sigh, 
Sally in wo. 

Hard by yon blasted tree, 

Aged and low, 
Stripped by adversity, 

Leafless each bough; 
Wild as the tempest's sway, 
Voiced in the Woods away, 
Thus she was heard to say, 

Sally in wo. 

" Life's flickering light is dim, 

Fading its glow ; 
Soon will this frenzied stream, 

Peace here bestow : 
Friendship in it I crave, 
Crested billows be my gravel- 
Then plunged into its wave, 

Sally in wo. 



SONG. 

Tune — Peggie now the king's come. 
CHORUS. 

O, come and be my ain, dear maid, 
O, come and be my ain, Sarah ; 

I'll pay thee vows were never paid, 
Gin thou wilt be my ain, Sarah. 
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I'll swear by a' thou lo'est aboon, 

I'll swear by a' beneath, Sarah ; 
To tent thy wishes late and soon, 

AncTgie my love till death, Sarah. 
Then come, &c. 

I'll cheer thy lanely hour at e'en, 

I'll sit beside thy knee, Sarah ; 
Or toulzie sweet, and press bedeen 

Thy"oonny lips and bree, Sarah. 
Then come, &c. 

Though coofs should cross me sair frae hame, 
I'll ne'er be sour to tbee, Sarah; 

But breathe in love thy rapturous name, 
That's aye sae sweet to me, Sarah. 
Then come, &c. 

What though nae goud nor gear I hae, 
To busk and pleasure thee, Sarah ; 

Content can bring a blyther day, 
Than riches e'er can gie, Sarah. 
Then come, &c. 

An bumble heart that's fix'd in love, 

Is a' the wealth I bear, Sarah ; 
'Twill never change, 'twill never rove, 

Nor leave thee in despair, Sarah. 
Then come, &<% 

Then gie me now thy lily han', 

And seal the bliss I crave, Sarah ; 
Nae ither love will ever dawn 

Between me and the grave, Sarah. 
Then come, &c. 
o2 
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SONG. 

CONFIDENTIAL ADDRESS OF THE VILLAGE UNION. 

Tune— Arthur M'Bride. 

A' ye o' the whim and the empty gaffa, 

Dont listen to Reason, that gipsy, ava; 

Bat clag up her e'en wi' the dirt o' your jaw, 

If she geek ony mair at oar Union. 
She says, that when freedom is granted to ane, 
That ane should just grant it his neighbour again ; 
That the mind o' a man, though a blockhead, 's his 
ain. — 

What balderdash this to a Union ! 

She talks, too, o' mercy and love that we owe, 
To ilk ane around us, our friend and our foe; 
They may grunt owre the guzzle, wha think it is so, 

We ken better sense in the Union. 
The power that we bae, we will rigid display, 
Nor bend to the nonsense that wad us betray; 
But proud owre their necks we will canter away, 

Till they yield up their plack to our Union. 

Hae mercy wha like on them, we will bae nane, 
But hunt and oppress them, and laugh at their pain ; 
The devil a Blackneb we'll let now alane, 

Till they bend to the beck of our Union. 
They may talk o' our motives for this and for that, 
The truth is, — we like a wee bit o' tbe fat; 
And the mouse or the maukin shall worry the cat, 

Ere we turn on our heel to the Union. 
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The pith o' the rabble 8 the pith o' oar laws, 
And the records of NumbscuIIs shall waft our ap- 
plause ; 
For the coofs that will cringe at the wag o' onr taws, 

Are the blocks we will build in our Union. ~~ 
Then cheer up my lads o' the empty gaffa, . 
Though the whim it should burst like a bubble in 

twa, 
The fleece that is shorn frae the Bob-tails awa', 

Will be a' our ain in the Union. 



SONG. 

Tune — Flowers of the Forest. 

How sweet was the e'ening, 

When leesomely leaning, 
Whar meets the lone burnie yon broom-skirted shade; 

With smiles sweet caressing, 

And tenderly pressing, 
The bosom to mine of my dear dearest maid ; 

There the fond tales relieving 

Our bosoms wild heaving, 
In dear artless whispers, were tald o'er and o'er; 

While warm mutual wishes, 

Saft breath'd like the blisses 
That play round the lips o' the maid we adore. 

The rays of the morning, 

The green bills adorning, 
Are dear unto Nature, are dear unto me ; 

But dearer was Jenny, 

When far hid frae any, 
Save Love and the lover that watch'd her blue e'e ; 
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Through dewy light glowing, 

'Neath dark ringlets flowing, 
Sweet was its blink as it turned upon me; 

Sae timid, sae charming, 

Sae winning, and warming, 
I clasp'd her in raptures, her lips 1 did pree. 

Now night mantled o'er us, 

But Joy stood before us, 
While Hope chim'd her chorus of bliss yet to be; 

The future she painted 

In colours untainted, 
Bright as the sun on the emerald sea; 

But, oh ! Hope preluding, 

By time's rude intruding, 
Fled from our viewing— ber joy from the heart, 

For still midnight sounded, 

From echoes rebounded, 
Its deep solemn warning, and whisper'd — Depart. 



SONG. 

Tune— Loudon's Woods and Braes. 

Silent in the vaulted sky, 

Luna waits on thee, Mary; 
While I wait in rapture high, 

The walk thou promised me, Mary. 
Beauties round do feast the eye- 
Clear unclouded is the sky; 
Distant whiles I hear the cry, 

Of night-birds high that flee, Mary. 
Owre ilk verdant slopin' brae, 
Owre auld Stra'ven's castle gray, 
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Sweetly beams the silver ray, 
And owre ilk leafy tree, Mary. 

Hush'd the wind is fast asleep, 

Not a breeze doth blaw, Mary; 
From the rocky mountain steep, 

Echoes answer a', Mary. 
Nature 's calm, and oh, how pleasin', 
Soothing care, and ilk thing teasin', 
Saft the sound my ear is seizin', 

Of Kype-water Fa*, Mary. 
Fond my fancy owre it soarin', 
White I see its waters pourin', 
While distinct I hear its roarin\ 

Sughin', swell, and fa', Mary. 

Gowden near, I see the fields, 

With the grain appear, Mary; 
Raised stooks that humble yield 

Scotia's chiefest cheer, Mary. 
Misty looks the heathy brow, 
Dark the leafy woods I view, 
In their shades the cushats coo, 

Teaching how to love, Mary. 
Softly near their haunts to wander, 
Oh, what pleasure might it render, 
To thy feeling bosom tender, 

Then let's gently rove, Mary. 



SONG, 

Tune — Jackie's far awa. 
Our hearts are ane, though Fates combine 
Our tender loves to thraw; 

\ 
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For though frae thee fair maids I see, 
I'll mind thee owre them a'. 

I'll mind the glen, I'll mind the den, 
Whar first in words sae kind, 

Thy artless tale, like simmer's gale, 
Pour'd raptures owre my mind. 

Thy dark blue een, sae mild, sae sheen, 

Thy bonny lips I'll min'; 
And eke the place, whar last in bliss, 

1 fand them pressed to mine. 

Thy ilka smile, thy ilka wyle, 

Thy love-divulging sigh ; 
Aye warm carres'd, within this breast, 

Shall treasur'd dearly lie. 

At eve, when gane, Til gang my lane, 

By burnie bush or tree; 
And on the moon, when clear aboon, 

Leuk fond and think on tbee. 

Sae dinna grieve, though now I leave 

Thee, dearest to my heart; 
I'll come again, we'll meet mair fain, 

And aiblins ne'er to part. 



SONG. 

Perhaps thou thoughr'st my love was won, 
And fix'd enough to bide thy jeering; 
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Weak foolish maid, so false, so young, 
1 scorn tby vain deceitful veering. 

Think'8t thou, when with delusive smile, 
Thou bad'st me wait so long thy comin'; 

Tbink'at thon I saw not through thy guile, 
Nor curs'd thee for a fickle woman. 

I saw thy eye's exulting glance, 

O'er what thou though t'st my soul would sever ; 
I saw it, girl, and spurn'd thee once, 

And know that once is but for ever. 

Another maid mair kind may be, 

My days are young, I care not for thee; 

I've dree'd what thou ere long may'st dree, 
Without a bope to glide before thee. 



SONG. 

Tune— Roy's Wife. 
CHORUS. 

Dinna frown on me, lassie, 
Dinna frown on me, lassie ; 

Thy cauldrife part will break my heart, 
I downa bear't frae thee, lassie. 

Ah, mind'st thou not in youthful" days. 
How aft I pu'd the go wans mony; 
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And strong them for thee different ways, 
To wear about thy neck sae bonny. 

Dinna, &c 

Aye by the han' I led thee hame, 

When winter blew baith canld and rainy; 

And through the crowded fairs the same, 
Wi' trne delight I've aften ta'en thee. 

Dinna, &c. 

When ills befell thee aye I try'd, 
Wi* a* nay art for to console thee; 

Bat little reck'd I then to' re spied, 
Free loving me ought to control thee. 

Dinna, &c 

Yet fare-thee-well, and may a' wants 
Far frae thee live in meagre paction ; 

Bat, oh ! I fear some wretch's cants 
May plot thy tender breast distraction. 

Dinna, &c. 






\ 
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